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CHAPTER  I. 

THE  STRUGGLE  BEFORE  THE  SURRENDER 
OF  WOMANLY  SELF-RESPECT  IN  THE 
CONFESSIONAL. 


There  are  two  women  who  ouglit  to  be  the 
constant  objects  of  the  compassion  of  the  dis¬ 
ciples  of  Christ,  and  for  whom  daily  prayers 
ought  to  be  raised  to  the  mercy-seat — the 
Brahmin  woman,  who,  deceived  by  her  priests, 
burns  herself  on  the  corpse  of  her  husband  to 
appease  the  wrath  of  her  wooden  gods ;  and 
the  Ptoman  Catholic  woman,  who,  not  less 
deceived  by  her  priests,  suffers  a  torture  far 
more  cruel  and  ignominious  in  the  confes¬ 
sional-box  to  appease  the  wrath  of  her  wafer- 
god. 
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than  the  voice  of  their  false  religion.  They 
had  to  go  out  of  the  confessional-box  un¬ 
pardoned — nay,  with  the  burden  of  a  new 
sacrilege  on  their  conscience. 

Oh,  how  heavy  is  the  yoke  of  Rome — how 
bitter  is  human  life — how  cheerless  is  the 
mystery  of  the  cross  to  those  deluded  and 
perishing  souls !  How  gladly  they  would 
rush  into  the  blazing  piles  with  the  Brahmin 
women,  if  they  could  hope  to  see  the  end 
of  their  unspeakable  miseries  through  the 
momentary  tortures  which  would  open  to 
them  the  gates  of  a  better  life  ! 

I  do  here  publicly  challenge  the  whole 
Roman  Catholic  priesthood  to  deny  that  the 
greater  part  of  their  female  penitents  remain 
a  certain  period  of  time — some  longer,  some 
shorter — under  that  most  distressing  state  of 
mind. 

Yes,  by  far  the  greater  majority  of  women, 
at  first,  find  it  next  to  impossible  to  pull 
down  the  sacred  barriers  of  self-respect  which 
Grod  Himself  has  built  around  their  hearts, 
intelligences,  and  souls,  as  the  best  safeguard 
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against  tlie  snares  of  this  polluted  world. 
Those  laws  of  self-respect,  by  which  they 
cannot  consent  to  speak  an  impure  word  into 
the  ears  of  a  man,  and  which  shut  all  the 
avenues  of  their  hearts  against  his  unchaste 
questions,  even  when  speaking  in  the  name 
of  God — those  laws  of  self-respect  are  so 
clearly  written  in  their  conscience,  and  they 
are  so  well  understood  by  them  to  be  a  most 
Divine  gift,  that,  as  I  have  already  said, 
many  prefer  to  run  the  risk  of  being  for 
ever  lost  by  remaining  silent. 

It  takes  many  years  of  the  most  ingenious 
(I  do  not  hesitate  to  call  it  diabolical)  efforts 
on  the  part  of  the  priests  to  persuade  the 
majority  of  their  female  penitents  to  speak 
on  questions  which  even  pagan  savages 
would  blush  to  mention  among  them¬ 
selves.  Some  persist  in  remaining  silent 
on  those  matters  during  the  greatest  part 
of  their  lives,  and  many  prefer  to  throw 
themselves  into  the  hands  of  their  mer¬ 
ciful  God  and  die  without  submitting  to  the 
defiling  ordeal,  even  after  they  have  felt  the 
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poisonous  stings  of  the  enemy,  rather  than 
receive  their  pardon  from  a  man  who,  as  they 
feel,  would  have  surely  been  scandalized  by 
the  recital  of  their  human  frailties.  All  the 
priests  of  Rome  are  aware  of  this  natural  dis¬ 
position  of  their  female  penitents.  There  is 
not  a  single  one — no,  not  a  single  one  of 
their  moral  theologians,  who  does  not  warn 
the  confessors  against  that  stern  and  general 
determination  of  the  girls  and  married  women 
never  to  speak  in  the  confessional  on  matters 
which  may,  more  or  less,  deal  with  sins  against 
the  seventh  commandment.  Dens,  Liguori, 
Debreyne,  Bailly,  &c. — in  a  word,  all  the 
theologians  of  Rome — own  that  this  is  one  of 
the  greatest  difficulties  which  the  confessors 
have  to  contend  with  in  the  confessional-box. 

Not  a  single  Roman  Catholic  priest  will 
dare  to  deny  what  I  say  on  this  matter ;  for 
they  know  that  it  would  be  easy  for  me  to 
overwhelm  them  with  such  a  crowd  of  testi¬ 
monies  that  their  grand  imposture  would  for 
ever  be  unmasked. 

I  intend,  some  future  day,  if  God  spares 
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me  and  gives  me  time  for  it,  to  make  known 
some  of  the  innumerable  things  which  the 
Homan  Catholic  theologians  and  moralists 
have  written  on  this  question.  It  will  form 
one  of  the  most  curious  books  ever  written  ; 
and  it  will  give  an  unanswerable  evidence  of 
the  fact  that,  instinctively,  without  con¬ 
sulting  each  other,  with  an  unanimity  which 
is  almost  marvellous,  the  Homan  Catholic 
women,  guided  by  the  honest  instincts  which 
God  has  given  them,  shrink  from  the  snares 
put  before  them  in  the  confessional-box ;  and 
that  everywhere  they  struggle  to  nerve  them¬ 
selves  with  a  superhuman  courage  against 
the  torturer  who  is  sent  by  the  Pope  to  finish 
their  ruin  and  to  make  shipwreck  of  their 
souls.  Everywhere  woman  feels  that  there 
are  things  which  ought  never  to  be  told,  as 
there  are  things  which  ought  never  to  be 
done,  in  the  presence  of  the  God  of  holiness. 
She  understands  that,  to  recite  the  history 
of  certain  sins,  even  of  thoughts,  is  not  less 
shameful  and  criminal  than  to  do  them ;  she 
hears  the  voice  of  God  whispering  into  her 
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ears,  “  Is  it  not  enough  that  thou  hast  been 
guilty  once,  when  alone,  in  My  presence, 
without  adding  to  thine  iniquity,  by  allowing 
that  man  to  know  what  he  ought  never  to 
have  revealed  to  him  ?  Do  you  not  feel  that 
you  make  that  man  your  own  accomplice  the 
very  moment  that  you  throw  into  his  heart 
and  soul  the  mire  of  your  iniquities  ?  He  is 
as  weak  as  you  are ;  he  is  not  less  a  sinner 
than  yourself;  what  has  tempted  yon  will 
tempt  him;  what  has  made  yon  weak  will 
make  him  weak ;  what  has  polluted  you  will 
pollute  him ;  what  has  thrown  you  down  into 
the  dust  will  throw  him  down  into  the  dust. 
Is  it  not  enough  that  My  eyes  had  to  look 
upon  your  iniquities  ?  must  My  ears  to-day 
listen  to  your  impure  conversation  with  that 
man  ?  Were  that  man  as  holy  as  My  prophet 
David,  may  he  not  fall  before  the  unchaste 
unveiling  of  the  new  Bathsheba?  Were  he 
as  strong  as  Samson,  may  he  not  find  in  you 
his  tempting  Delilah  ?  Were  he  as  generous 
as  Peter,  may  he  not  become  a  traitor  at  the 
maid-servant’s  voice?” 
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Perhaps  the  world  has  never  seen  a  more 
terrible,  desperate,  solemn  struggle  than  the 
one  which  is  going  on  in  the  soul  of  the  poor 
trembling  young  woman,  who,  at  the  feet  of 
that  man,  has  to  decide  whether  or  not  she 
will  open  her  lips  on  those  things  which  the 
infallible  voice  of  God,  united  to  the  no  less 
infallible  voice  of  her  womanly  honour  and 
self-respect,  tell  her  never  to  reveal  to  any 
man ! 

The  history  of  that  secret,  fierce,  desperate, 
and  deadly  struggle  has  never  yet,  so  far  as  I 
know,  been  fully  given.  It  would  draw  the 
tears  of  admiration  and  compassion  of  the 
whole  world,  if  it  could  be  written  with  its 
simple,  sublime,  and  terrible  realities. 

How  many  times  I  have  wept  as  a  child 
when  some  noble-hearted  and  intelligent 
young  girl,  or  some  respectable  married 
woman,  yielding  to  the  sophisms  with  which 
I,  or  some  other  confessor,  had  persuaded 
them  to  give  up  their  self-respect,  their 
womanly  dignity,  to  speak  with  me  on  matters 
on  which  a  decent  woman  would  never  say  a 
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word  witli  a  man !  They  told  me  of  their 
invincible  repugnance,  their  horror  of  such 
questions  and  answers,  and  they  asked  me  to 
have  pity  on  them.  Yes  !  I  often  wept  bit¬ 
terly  on  my  degradation  when  a  Priest  of 
Pome  !  I  felt  all  the  strength,  the  grandeur, 
the  holiness  of  their  motives  for  being  silent 
on  those  defiling  matters.  I  could  not  but 
admire  them.  It  seemed,  at  times,  that 
they  were  speaking  the  language  of  angels  of 
light ;  that  I  ought  to  fall  at  their  feet,  and 
ask  their  pardon  for  having  spoken  to  them 
of  questions  on  which  a  man  of  honour  ought 
never  to  converse  with  a  woman  whom  he 
respects. 

But,  alas  !  I  had  soon  to  reproach  myself 
and  regret  these  short  instances  of  my 
wavering  faith  in  the  infallible  voice  of  my 
Church ;  I  had  soon  to  silence  the  voice  of 
my  conscience,  which  was  telling  me,  “  Is  it 
not  a  shame  that  you,  an  unmarried  man, 
dare  to  speak  on  those  matters  with  a  woman? 
Do  you  not  blush  to  put  such  questions  to  a 
young  girl  ?  Where  is  your  self-respect  ? 
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where  is  your  fear  of  God?  Do  you  not 
promote  the  ruin  of  that  girl  by  forcing  her 
to  speak  with  a  man  on  such  questions  ?” 

I  was  compelled  by  all  the  Popes,  the  moral 
theologians,  and  the  Councils  of  Rome,  to 
believe  that  this  warning  voice  of  my  merciful 
God  was  the  voice  of  Satan ;  I  had  to  believe, 
in  spite  of  my  own  conscience  and  intelli¬ 
gence,  that  it  was  good,  nay,  necessary,  to 
put  those  polluting,  damning  questions.  My 
infallible  Church  was  mercilessly  forcing  me 
to  oblige  those  poor,  trembling,  weeping, 
desolated  girls  and  women  to  swim  with 
me  and  all  her  priests  in  those  waters  of 
Sodom  and  Gomorrha,  under  the  pretext  that 
their  self-will  would  be  broken  down,  their 
fear  of  sin  and  humility  increased,  and  that 
they  would  be  purified  by  our  absolutions  ! 

In  the  beginning  of  my  priesthood,  I  was 
not  a  little  surprised  and  embarrassed  to 
see  a  very  accomplished  and  beautiful  young 
lady,  whom  I  used  to  meet  almost  every  week 
in  her  father’s  house,  entering  the  box  of  my 
confessional.  She  used  to  go  to  confess  to 
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another  young  priest  of  my  acquaintance,  and 
she  was  looked  upon  as  one  of  the  most  pious 
girls  of  the  city.  Though  she  had  disguised 
herself  as  much  as  possible,  that  I  might  not 
know  her,  I  thought  that  I  was  not  mistaken 
— she  was  the  amiable  Mary.* 

Not  being  absolutely  sure  of  the  correct¬ 
ness  of  my  impressions,  I  left  her  entirely 
under  the  hope  that  she  was  a  perfect  stranger 
to  me.  At  the  beginning  she  could  hardly 
speak;  her  voice  was  suffocated  by  her  sobs  ; 
and,  through  the  little  apertures  of  the  thin  par¬ 
tition  between  her  and  me,  I  saw  two  streams 
of  big  tears  trickling  down  her  cheeks. 

After  much  effort  she  said,  “  Dear  Father, 
I  hope  you  do  not  know  me,  and  that  you 
will  never  try  to  know  me.  I  am  a  despe¬ 
rately  great  sinner.  Oh !  I  fear  that  I  am 
lost !  But  if  there  is  still  any  hope  for  me 
to  be  saved,  for  God’s  sake  do  not  rebuke 
me !  Before  I  begin  my  confession,  allow 
me  to  ask  you  not  to  pollute  my  ears  by  the 
questions  which  our  confessors  are  in  the 

*  Mary  is  a  borrowed  name  to  conceal  the  true  one. 
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habit  of  putting  to  their  female  penitents.  I 
have  already  been  destroyed  by  those  ques¬ 
tions.  Before  I  was  seventeen  years  old,  God 
knows  that  His  angels  are  not  more  pure  than 
I  was ;  but  the  chaplain  of  the  Nunnery 
where  my  parents  had  sent  me  for  my  educa¬ 
tion,  though  approaching  old  age,  put  to  me  in 
the  confessional  a  question  which,  at  first, 
I  did  not  understand ;  but,  unfortunately,  he 
had  put  the  same  questions  to  one  of  my  young 
class-mates,  who  made  fun  of  them  in  my 
presence,  and  explained  them  to  me ;  for  she 
understood  them  too  well.  This  first  un¬ 
chaste  conversation  of  my  life  plunged  my 
thoughts  into  a  sea  of  iniquity,  till  then  ab¬ 
solutely  unknown  to  me ;  temptations  of  the 
most  humiliating  character  assailed  me  for  a 
week,  day  and  night ;  after  which,  sins  which  I 
would  blot  out  with  my  blood,  if  it  were  pos¬ 
sible,  overwhelmed  my  soul  as  with  a  deluge. 
But  the  joys  of  the  sinner  are  short.  Struck 
with  terror  at  the  thought  of  the  judgments 
of  God,  after  a  few  weeks  of  the  most  deplora¬ 
ble  life,  I  determined  to  give  up  my  sins  and 
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reconcile  myself  to  God.  Covered  with 
shame,  and  trembling  from  head  to  foot,  I 
went  to  confess  to  my  old  confessor,  whom  I 
respected  as  a  saint  and  cherished  as  a  father. 
It  seems  to  me  that  with  sincere  tears  of  re¬ 
pentance  I  confessed  to  him  the  greatest 
part  of  my  sins,  though  I  concealed  one  of 
them  through  shame,  and  respect  for  my 
spiritual  guide.  But  I  did  not  conceal  from 
him  that  the  strange  questions  he  had  put  to 
me  at  my  last  confession  were,  with  the 
natural  corruption  of  my  heart,  the  principal 
cause  of  my  destruction. 

“  He  spoke  to  me  very  kindly,  encouraged 
me  to  fight  against  my  bad  inclinations,  and, 
at  first,  gave  me  very  kind  and  good  advice. 
But  when  I  thought  he  had  finished  speaking, 
and  as  I  was  preparing  to  leave  the  confes¬ 
sional-box,  he  put  to  me  two  new  questions  of 
such  a  polluting  character  that  I  fear  neither 
the  blood  of  Christ  nor  all  the  fires  of  hell 
will  ever  be  able  to  blot  them  out  from  my 
memory.  Those  questions  have  achieved  my 
ruin ;  they  have  stuck  to  my  mind  as  two 
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deadly  arrows  ;  they  are  day  and  niglit  before 
my  imagination  ;  they  fill  my  very  arteries 
and  veins  with  a  deadly  poison. 

“It  is  true  that,  at  first,  they  filled  me 
with  horror  and  disgust;  but,  alas !  I  soon  got 
so  accustomed  to  them  that  they  seemed  to  be 
incorporated  with  me,  and  as  though  becoming 
a  second  nature.  Those  thoughts  have  be¬ 
come  a  new  source  of  innumerable  criminal 
thoughts,  desires,  and  actions. 

“  A  month  later  we  were  obliged  by  the 
rules  of  our  convent  to  go  to  confess ;  but 
this  time  I  was  so  completely  lost  that  I  no 
longer  blushed  at  the  idea  of  confessing  my 
shameful  sins  to  a  man ;  it  was  the  very 
contrary.  I  had  a  real,  diabolical  pleasure  in 
the  thought  that  I  should  have  a  long  conver¬ 
sation  with  my  confessor  on  those  matters, 
and  that  he  would  ask  me  more  of  his  strange 
questions. 

“  In  fact,  when  I  had  told  him  everything, 
without  a  blush,  he  began  to  interrogate  me, 
and  God  knows  what  corrupting  things  fell  from 
his  lips  into  my  poor  criminal  heart !  Every 
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one  of  his  questions  was  thrilling  my  nerves, 
and  filling  me  with  the  most  shameful  sensa¬ 
tions.  After  an  hour  of  this  criminal  tete-a- 
tete  with  my  old  confessor  (for  it  was  nothing 
else  but  a  criminal  tete-a-tete ),  I  perceived 
that  he  was  as  depraved  as  I  was  myself. 
With  some  half-covered  words,  he  made  me  a 
criminal  proposition,  which  I  accepted  with 
covered  words  also ;  and  during  more  than 
a  year,  we  have  lived  together  in  the  most 
sinful  intimacy.  Though  he  was  much  older 
than  I,  I  loved  him  in  the  most  foolish  way. 
When  the  course  of  my  convent  instruction 
was  finished,  my  parents  called  me  back  to 
their  home.  I  was  really  glad  of  that  change 
of  residence,  for  I  was  beginning  to  be  tired 
of  my  criminal  life.  My  hope  was  that,  un¬ 
der  the  direction  of  a  better  confessor,  I 
should  reconcile  myself  to  Grod  and  begin  a 
Christian  life. 

“  Unfortunately  for  me,  my  new  confessor, 
who  was  very  young,  began  also  his  interro¬ 
gations.  He  soon  fell  in  love  with  me,  and  I 
loved  him  in  a  most  criminal  way.  I  have 
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done  with,  him  things  which  I  hope  yon  will 
never  request  me  to  reveal  to  you,  for  they 
are  too  monstrous  to  be  repeated,  even  in 
the  confessional,  by  a  woman  to  a  man. 

“  I  do  not  say  these  things  to  take  away  the 
responsibility  of  my  iniquities  with  this  young 
confessor  from  my  shoulders,  for  I  think  I  have 
been  more  criminal  than  he  was.  It  is  my  firm 
conviction  that  he  was  a  good  and  holy 
priest  before  he  knew  me  ;  but  the  questions 
he  put  to  me,  and  the  answers  I  had  to  give 
him,  melted  his  heart — I  know  it — -just  as 
boiling  lead  would  melt  the  ice  on  which  it 
flows. 

<£  I  know  this  is  not  such  a  detailed  confes¬ 
sion  as  our  holy  Church  requires  me  to  make, 
but  I  have  thought  it  necessary  for  me  to 
give  you  this  short  history  of  the  life  of  the 
greatest  and  the  most  miserable  sinner  who 
ever  asked  you  to  help  her  to  come  out  from 
the  tomb  of  her  iniquities.  This  is  the  way  I 
have  lived  these  last  few  years.  But  last 
Sabbath,  God,  in  His  infinite  mercy,  looked 
down  upon  me.  He  inspired  you  to  give  us 
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the  Prodigal  Son  as  a  model  of  true  conver¬ 
sion,  and  as  the  most  marvellous  proof  of  the 
infinite  compassion  of  the  dear  Saviour  for 
the  sinner.  I  have  wept  day  and  night 
since  that  happy  day,  when  I  threw  myself 
into  the  arms  of  my  loving,  merciful  Father. 
Even  now  I  can  hardly  speak,  because  my 
regret  for  my  past  iniquities,  and  my  joy  that 
I  am  allowed  to  bathe  the  feet  of  my  Saviour 
with  my  tears,  are  so  great  that  my  voice 
is  as  choked. 

“  You  understand  that  I  have  for  ever 
given  up  my  last  confessor.  I  come  to  ask 
you  the  favour  to  receive  me  among  your 
penitents.  Oh !  do  not  reject  nor  rebuke 
me,  for  the  dear  Saviour’s  sake !  Be  not 
afraid  to  have  at  your  side  such  a  monster 
of  iniquity !  But  before  going  farther,  I 
have  two  favours  to  ask  from  you.  The 
first  is,  that  you  will  never  do  anything 
to  know  my  name ;  the  second  is,  that 
you  will  never  put  to  me  any  of  those  ques¬ 
tions  by  which  so  many  penitents  are  lost  and 
so  many  priests  for  ever  destroyed.  Twice  I 
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have  been  lost  by  those  questions.  We  come  to 
our  confessors  that  they  may  throw  upon  our 
guilty  souls  the  pure  waters  which  flow  from 
heaven  to  purify  us  ;  and  instead  of  that,  with 
their  unmentionable  questions,  they  pour  oil 
on  the  burning  fires  which  are  already  raging 
in  our  poor  sinful  hearts.  Oh  !  dear  father, 
let  me  become  your  penitent,  that  you  may 
help  me  to  go  and  weep  with  Magdalen  at 
the  Saviour’s  feet !  Do  respect  me,  as  He 
respected  that  true  model  of  all  the  sinful  but 
repenting  women !  Did  our  Saviour  put  to 
her  any  question  ?  did  He  extort  from  her  the 
history  of  things  which  a  sinful  woman  can¬ 
not  say  without  forgetting  the  respect  she 
owes  to  herself  and  to  God  ?  Ho !  You 
told  us,  not  long  ago,  that  the  only  thing  our 
Saviour  did  was  to  look  at  her  tears  and  her 
love.  Well,  please  do  that,  and  you  will 
save  me !” 

I  was  a  very  young  priest,  and  never  had 
any  words  so  sublime  come  to  my  ears  in  the 
confessional-box.  Her  tears  and  her  sobs, 
mingled  with  the  so  frank  declaration  of  the 
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most  humiliating  actions,  had  made  upon  me 
such  a  profound  impression  that  I  was,  for 
some  time,  unable  to  speak.  It  had  come  to 
my  mind  also  that  I  might  be  mistaken  about 
her  identity,  and  that  perhaps  she  was  not 
the  young  lady  that  I  had  imagined.  I  could, 
then,  easily  grant  her  first  request,  which  was 
to  do  nothing  by  which  I  could  know  her. 
The  second  part  of  her  prayer  was  more 
embarrassing ;  for  the  theologians  are  very 
positive  in  ordering  the  confessors  to  question 
their  penitents,  particularly  those  of  the 
female  sex,  in  many  circumstances. 

I  encouraged  her,  in  the  best  way  I  could, 
to  persevere  in  her  good  resolutions  by  in¬ 
voking  the  blessed  Virgin  Mary  and  St. 
Philomene,  who  was  then  the  Sainte  a  la 
mode,  just  as  Marie  a  la  Coque  is  to-day, 
among  the  blind  slaves  of  Rome.  I  told  her 
that  I  would  pray  and  think  over  the  subject 
of  her  second  request;  and  I  asked  her  to 
come  back,  in  a  week,  for  my  answer. 

The  very  same  day  I  went  to  my  own  con¬ 
fessor,  the  Rev.  Mr.  Baillargeon,  then  curate 
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of  Quebec,  and  afterwards  Archbishop  of 
Canada.  I  told  him  the  singular  and  unusual 
request  she  had  made  that  I  should  never  put 
to  her  any  of  those  questions  suggested  by 
the  theologians,  to  insure  the  integrity  of 
the  confession.  I  did  not  conceal  from  him 
that  I  was  much  inclined  to  grant  her  that 
favour ;  for  I  repeated  what  I  had  already 
several  times  told  him,  that  I  was  supremely 
disgusted  with  the  infamous  and  polluting 
questions  which  the  theologians  forced  us 
to  put  to  our  female  penitents.  I  told  him, 
frankly,  that  several  young  and  old  priests 
had  already  come  to  confess  to  me ;  and 
that,  with  the  exception  of  two,  they  had 
all  told  me  that  they  could  not  put  those 
questions  and  hear  the  answers  they  eli¬ 
cited  without  falling  into  the  most  damn¬ 
able  sins. 

My  confessor  seemed  to  be  much  perplexed 
about  what  he  could  answer.  He  asked  me 
to  come  the  next  day,  that  he  might  review 
his  theological  books  in  the  interval.  The 
next  day  I  took  down  in  writing  his  answer, 
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which  I  find  in  my  old  manuscripts  ;  and  I 
give  it  here  in  all  its  sad  crudity  : — ■ 

“  Such  cases  of  the  destruction  of  female 
virtue  by  the  questions  of  the  confessors  is  an 
unavoidable  evil.  It  could  not  be  helped; 
for  such  questions  were  absolutely  necessary 
in  the  greatest  part  of  the  cases  with  which 
we  had  to  deal.  Men  generally  confess  their 
sins  with  so  much  sincerity  that  there  is 
seldom  any  need  for  questioning  them,  ex¬ 
cept  when  they  are  very  ignorant.  But  St. 
Liguori,  as  well  as  our  personal  observation, 
tells  us  that  the  greatest  part  of  girls  and 
women,  through  a  false  and  criminal  shame, 
very  seldom  confess  the  sins  they  commit 
against  purity.  It  requires  the  utmost 
charity  in  the  confessors  to  prevent  those 
unfortunate  slaves  of  their  secret  passions 
from  making  sacrilegious  confessions  and 
communions.  With  the  greatest  prudence 
and  zeal,  he  must  question  them  on  those 
matters,  beginning  with  the  smallest  sins,  and 
going  little  by  little,  as  much  as  possible  by 
imperceptible  degrees,  to  the  most  criminal 
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actions.  As  it  seems  evident  that  the  peni¬ 
tent  referred  to  in  your  questions  of  yester¬ 
day  is  unwilling  to  make  a  full  and  detailed 
confession  of  all  her  iniquities,  you  cannot 
promise  to  absolve  her  without  assuring 
yourself,  by  wise  and  prudent  questions,  that 
she  has  confessed  everything. 

“  You  must  not  be  discouraged  when, 
through  the  confessional  or  any  other  way, 
you  learn  the  fall  of  priests  into  the  common 
frailties  of  human  nature  with  their  penitents. 
Our  Saviour  knew  very  well  that  the  occa¬ 
sions  and  the  temptations  we  have  to 
encounter,  in  the  confessions  of  girls  and 
women,  are  so  numerous,  and  sometimes  so 
irrepressible,  that  many  would  fall.  But  He 
has  given  them  the  Holy  Virgin  Mary,  who 
constantly  asks  and  obtains  their  pardon ;  He 
has  given  them  the  sacrament  of  penance, 
where  they  can  receive  their  pardon  as  often 
as  they  ask  for  it.  The  vow  of  perfect 
chastity  is  a  great  honour  and  privilege  ;  but 
we  cannot  conceal  from  ourselves  that  it  puts 
on  our  shoulders  a  burden  which  many 
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cannot  carry  for  ever.  St.  Liguori  says  that 
we  must  not  rebuke  the  penitent  priest  who 
falls  only  once  a  month;  and  some  other  trust¬ 
worthy  theologians  are  still  more  charitable.” 

This  answer  was  far  from  satisfying  me. 
It  seemed  to  me  composed  of  soft-soap 
principles.  I  went  back  with  a  heavy  heart 
and  an  anxious  mind ;  and  God  knows  that  I 
made  many  fervent  prayers  that  this  girl 
should  never  come  again  to  give  me  her  sad 
history.  I  was  hardly  twenty-six  years  old, 
full  of  youth  and  life.  It  seemed  to  me  that 
the  stings  of  a  thousand  bees  to  my  ears 
would  not  do  me  so  much  harm  as  the* words 
of  that  dear,  beautiful,  accomplished,  but  lost 
girl. 

I  do  not  mean  to  say  that  the  revelations 
which  she  had  made  had,  in  any  way, 
diminished  my  esteem  and  my  respect  for 
her.  It  was  j  ust  the  contrary.  Her  tears  and 
her  sobs,  at  my  feet ;  her  agonizing  expres¬ 
sions  of  shame  and  regret ;  her  noble  words 
of  protest  against  the  disgusting  and  pollut¬ 
ing  interrogations  of  the  confessors,  had  raised 
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her  very  high  in  my  mind.  My  sincere  hope 
was  that  she  would  have  a  place  in  the  king¬ 
dom  of  Christ  with  the  Samaritan  woman, 
Mary  Magdalen,  and  all  those  who  have 
washed  their  robes  in  the  blood  of  the 
Lamb. 

At  the  appointed  day,  I  was  in  my  con¬ 
fessional,  listening  to  the  confession  of  a 
young  man,  when,  to  my  exceedingly  great 
dismay,  I  saw  Miss  Mary  entering  the 
vestry  and  coming  directly  to  my  con¬ 
fessional-box,  where  she  knelt  by  me. 
Though  she  had,  still  more  than  at  the  first 
time,  disguised  herself  behind  a  long,  thick, 
black  veil,  I  could  not  be  mistaken ;  she  was 
the  very  same  amiable  young  lady  in  whose 
father’s  house  I  used  to  pass  such  pleasant 
and  happy  hours.  I  had  so  often  heard,  with 
breathless  attention,  her  melodious  voice 
when  she  was  giving  us,  accompanied  by 
her  piano,  some  of  our  beautiful  Church 
hymns.  Who  could  see  her  without  almost 
worshipping  her  ?  The  dignity  of  her  steps, 
and  her  whole  mien,  when  she  advanced 
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towards  my  confessional,  entirely  betrayed 
her  and  destroyed  her  incognito. 

Oh  !  I  would  have  given  every  drop  of  my 
blood,  in  that  solemn  hour,  that  I  might 
have  been  free  to  deal  with  her  just  as  she 
had  so  eloquently  requested  me  to  do — to 
let  her  weep  and  cry  at  the  feet  of  Jesus  to 
her  heart’s  content !  Oh  !  if  I  had  been  free 
to  take  her  by  the  hand,  and  silently  show 
her  her  dying  Saviour,  that  she  might  have 
bathed  His  feet  with  her  tears,  and  spread 
the  oil  of  her  love  on  His  head,  without  my 
saying  anything  else  but  “  Go  in  peace  :  thy 
sins  are  forgiven !” 

But  there,  in  that  confessional-box,  I  was 
not  the  servant  of  Christ,  to  follow  His 
divine,  saving  words,  and  obey  the  dictates 
of  my  honest  conscience.  I  was  the  slave 
of  the  Pope !  I  had  to  stifle  the  cry  of  my 
conscience,  to  ignore  the  inspirations  of  my 
Glod  !  There,  my  conscience  had  no  right 
to  speak ;  my  intelligence  was  a  dead  thing  ! 
The  theologians  of  the  Pope,  alone,  had  a 
right  to  be  heard  and  obeyed !  I  was  not 
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there  to  save,  but  to  destroy ;  for,  under 
the  pretext  of  purifying,  the  real  mission  of 
the  confessor,  often  in  spite  of  himself,  is  to 
scandalize  and  damn  the  souls  ! 

As  soon  as  the  young  man,  who  was 
making  his  confession  at  my  left  hand,  had 
finished,  I,  without  noise,  turned  myself 
towards  her,  and  said,  through  the  little 
aperture,  “  Are  you  ready  to  begin  your  con¬ 
fession  ?” 

But  she  did  not  answer  me.  All  that  I 
could  hear  was,  “  Oh,  my  Jesus,  have  mercy 
upon  me  !  Dear  Saviour,  here  I  am  with  all 
my  sins  ;  do  not  reject  me  !  I  come  to  wash 
my  soul  in  Thy  blood;  wilt  Thou  rebuke 
me?” 

During  several  minutes,  she  raised  her 
hands  and  her  eyes  to  heaven,  and  wept  and 
prayed.  It  was  evident  that  she  had  not 
the  least  idea  that  I  was  observing  her ;  she 
thought  that  the  door  of  the  little  partition 
between  her  and  me  was  shut.  But  my  eyes 
were  fixed  upon  her ;  my  tears  were  flowing 
with  her  tears,  and  my  ardent  prayers  were 
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going  to  the  feet  of  Jesus  with  her  prayers. 
I  would  not  have  interrupted  her,  for  any 
consideration,  in  this,  her  sublime  communion 
with  her  merciful  Saviour. 

But,  after  a  pretty  long  time,  I  made  a  little 
noise  with  my  hand,  and,  putting  my  lips  near 
the  opening  of  the  partition  which  was  be¬ 
tween  us,  I  said,  in  a  low  voice,  “  Dear 
sister,  are  you  ready  to  begin  your  confes¬ 
sion  ?  ” 

She  turned  her  face  a  little  towards  me,  and 
said,  with  a  trembling  voice,  “  Yes,  dear 
Father,  I  am  ready.” 

But  she  then  stopped  again  to  weep  and 
pray,  though  I  could  not  hear  what  she 
said. 

After  some  time  of  silent  prayer  I  said, 
“  My  dear  sister,  if  you  are  ready,  please 
begin  your  confession.” 

She  then  said,  “  My  dear  Father,  do  you 
remember  the  prayers  which  I  made  to 
you  the  other  day?  Can  you  allow  me  to 
confess  my  sins  without  forcing  me  to  forget 
the  respect  I  owe  to  myself,  to  you,  and  to 
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God  who  hears  us?  And  can  you  promise 
that  you  will  not  put  to  me  any  of  those 
questions  which  have  already  done  me  such 
irreparable  injury  ?  I  frankly  declare  to  you 
that  there  are  sins  in  me  that  I  cannot 
reveal  to  any  man,  except  to  Christ,  because 
He  is  my  God,  and  that  He  already  knows 
them  all.  Let  me  weep  and  cry  at  His  feet, 
and  do  forgive  me  without  adding  to  my  in¬ 
iquities  by  forcing  me  to  say  things  that  the 
tongue  of  a  Christian  woman  cannot  reveal 
to  a  man  !  ” 

“  My  dear  sister,”  I  answered,  “  were  I 
free  to  follow  the  voice  of  my  own  feelings  I 
would  be  too  happy  to  grant  you  your  request ; 
but  I  am  here  only  as  the  minister  of  our 
holy  Church,  and  bound  to  obey  her  laws. 
Through  her  most  holy  popes  and  theologians, 
she  tells  me  that  I  cannot  forgive  you  your 
sins,  if  you  do  not  confess  them  all  just  as  you 
have  committed  them.  The  Church  tells  me 
also  that  you  must  give  the  details  which  may 
add  to  the  malice  or  change  the  nature  of 
your  sins.  I  am  also  sorry  to  tell  you  that 
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our  most  holy  theologians  make  it  a  duty  of 
the  confessor  to  question  his  penitent  on  the 
sins  which  he  has  good  reason  to  suspect  have 
been  voluntarily  or  involuntarily  omitted.” 

With  a  piercing  cry  she  exclaimed,  “  Then, 
0  my  God,  I  am  lost — for  ever  lost !  ” 

This  cry  fell  upon  me  as  a  thunderbolt ;  but 
I  was  still  more  terror-stricken  when,  looking 
through  the  aperture,  I  saw  she  was  fainting ; 
and  I  heard  the  noise  of  her  body  falling  upon 
the  floor,  and  of  her  head  striking  against  the 
sides  of  the  confessional-box. 

Quick  as  lightning,  I  ran  to  her  help,  took 
her  in  my  arms,  and  called  a  couple  of 
men,  who  were  at  a  little  distance,  to  assist 
me  in  laying  her  on  a  bench.  I  washed  her 
face  with  some  cold  water  and  vinegar.  She 
was  as  pale  as  death,  but  her  lips  were  moving, 
and  she  was  saying  something  which  nobody 
but  I  could  understand, — 

“I  am  lost — lost  for  ever  !  ” 

We  took  her  to  her  disconsolate  family, 
where,  during  a  month,  she  lingered  between 
life  and  death. 
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Her  two  first  confessors  came  to  visit  her  : 
but,  having  asked  every  one  to  go  out  of  the 
room,  she  politely  but  absolutely  requested 
them  to  go  away  and  never  come  again.  She 
asked  me  to  visit  her  everyday,  “for,”  she  said, 
“  I  have  only  a  few  days  more  to  live.  Help 
me  to  prepare  myself  for  the  solemn  hour 
which  will  open  to  me  the  gates  of  eternity  !  ” 

Every  day  I  visited  her,  and  I  prayed  and 
wept  with  her. 

Many  times,  with  tears,  I  requested  her, 
when  alone,  to  finish  her  confession,  but,  with 
a  firmness  which  then  seemed  to  me  mys¬ 
terious  and  inexplicable,  she  politely  rebuked 
me. 

One  day  when,  alone  with  her,  I  was  kneel¬ 
ing  by  the  side  of  her  bed  to  pray,  I  was  un¬ 
able  to  articulate  a  single  word  on  account  of 
the  inexpressible  anguish  of  my  soul  on  her 
account ;  she  asked  me,  “  Hear  Father,  why 
do  you  weep  ?  ” 

I  answered,  “  How  can  you  put  such  a 
question  to  your  murderer  ?  I  weep  because 
I  have  killed  you,  dear  friend.” 

D 


34  THE  PRIEST,  THE  WOMAN, 

This  answer  seemed  to  trouble  her  exceed¬ 
ingly.  She  was  very  weak  that  day.  After 
she  had  wept  and  prayed  in  silence  she  said, 
“  Do  not  weep  for  me,  but  weep  for  so  many 
priests  who  destroy  their  penitents  in  the  con¬ 
fessional.  I  believe  in  the  holiness  of  the 
sacrament  of  penitence  since  our  holy  Church 
has  established  it.  But  there  is,  somewhere, 
something  exceedingly  wrong  in  the  confes¬ 
sional.  Twdce  I  have  been  destroyed,  and  I 
know  many  girls  who  have  also  been  destroyed 
by  the  confessional.  This  is  a  secret,  but 
wall  that  secret  be  kept  for  ever  ?  I  pity  the 
poor  priests  the  day  that  our  fathers  will 
know  what  becomes  of  the  purity  of  their 
daughters  in  the  hands  of  their  confessors. 
Father  would  surely  kill  my  two  last  confes¬ 
sors,  if  he  could  know  how  they  have  destroyed 
his  poor  child.” 

I  could  not  answer  except  by  weeping. 

We  remained  mute  for  a  long  time;  then 
she  said,  “  It  is  true  that  I  was  not  prepared 
for  the  rebuke  you  have  given  me,  but  you 
acted  conscientiously  as  a  good  and  honest 
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priest.  I  know  you  must  be  bound  by  certain 
laws.” 

She  tlien  pressed  my  band  with  ber  cold  band 
and  said,  “Weep  not,  dear  Father,  because 
that  sudden  storm  has  wrecked  my  too  fragile 
bark.  This  storm  was  to  take  me  out  from 
the  bottomless  sea  of  my  iniquities  to  the 
shore  where  Jesus  was  waiting  to  receive  and 
pardon  me.  The  night  after  you  brought  me, 
half  dead,  here  to  father’s  house,  I  had  a  dream. 
Oh,  no,  it  was  not  a  dream,  it  was  a  reality. 
My  Jesus  came  to  me  ;  He  was  bleeding.  His 
crown  of  thorns  was  on  His  head,  the  heavy 
cross  was  bruising  His  shoulders.  He  said 
to  me,  with  a  voice  so  sweet  that  no  human 
tongue  can  imitate  it,  ‘  I  have  seen  thy  tears, 
I  have  heard  thy  cries,  and  I  know  thy  love  for 
Me  :  thy  sins  are  forgiven.  Take  courage  ;  in 
a  few  days  thou  shalt  be  with  Me  !  ’  ” 

She  had  hardly  finished  her  last  word  when 
she  fainted,  and  I  feared  lest  she  should  die 
just  then  when  I  was  alone  with  her. 

I  called  the  family,  who  rushed  into  the 
The  doctor  was  sent  for.  He  found 
d  2 


room. 
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her  so  weak  that  he  thought  proper  to  allow 
only  one  or  two  persons  to  remain  in  the  room. 
He  requested  us  not  to  speak  at  all,  “For,” 
said  he,  “  the  least  emotion  may  kill  her  in¬ 
stantly  ;  her  disease  is,  in  all  probability, 
an  aneurism  of  the  aorta,  the  big  vein 
which  brings  the  blood  to  the  heart;  when 
it  breaks  she  will  go  as  quick  as  light- 

•  55 

nmg. 

It  was  nearly  ten  at  night  when  I  left  the 
house,  to  go  and  take  some  rest.  But  it  is 
not  necessary  to  say  that  I  passed  a  sleepless 
night.  My  dear  Mary  was  there,  pale,  dying 
from  the  deadly  blow  which  I  had  given  her 
in  the  confessional.  She  was  there,  on  her 
bed  of  death,  her  heart  pierced  with  the  dagger 
which  my  Church  had  put  into  my  hands  ! 
And  instead  of  rebuking,  cursing  me  for  my 
savage,  merciless  fanaticism,  she  was  blessing 
me  !  She  was  dying  from  a  broken  heart,  and 
I  was  not  allowed  by  my  Church  to  give  her 
a  single  word  of  consolation  and  hope,  for  she 
had  not  yet  made  her  confession  !  I  had  mer¬ 
cilessly  bruised  that  tender  plant,  and  there 
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was  nothing  in  my  hands  to  heal  the  wounds 
I  had  made ! 

It  was  very  probable  that  she  would  die 
the  next  day,  and  I  was  forbidden  to  show 
her  the  crown  of  glory  which  Jesus  has 
prepared  in  His  kingdom  for  the  repenting 
sinner  ! 

My  desolation  was  really  unspeakable, 
and  I  think  I  must  have  been  suffocated, 
and  have  died  that  night,  if  the  stream  of 
tears  which  constantly  flowed  from  my  eyes 
had  not  been  as  a  balm  to  my  distressed 
heart. 

How  dark  and  long  the  hours  of  that  night 
seemed  to  me ! 

Before  the  dawn  of  day  I  arose,  to  read 
my  theologians  again,  and  see  if  I  could  not 
find  some  one  who  would  allow  me  to  forgive 
the  sins  of  that  dear  child  without  forcing 
her  to  tell  me  everything  she  had  done.  But 
they  seemed  to  me  more  than  ever  unanb 
m on  ply  inexorable,  and  I  put  them  back  on 
the  shelves  of  my  library  with  a  broken 
heart. 
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At  nine  a.m.  the  next  day  I  was  by  the  bed 
of  our  dear  sick  Mary.  I  cannot  sufficiently 
tell  the  joy  I  felt  when  the  doctor  and  the 
whole  family  said  to  me,  “  She  is  much  better; 
the  rest  of  last  night  has  wrought  a  marvel¬ 
lous  change  indeed.” 

With  a  really  angelic  smile  she  extended 
her  hand  towards  me,  that  I  might  press  it 
in  mine ;  and  she  said,  “  I  thought,  last  even¬ 
ing,  that  the  dear  Saviour  would  take  me 
to  Him,  but  He  wants  me,  dear  Father,  to  give 
you  a  little  more  trouble ;  but  be  patient,  it 
cannot  be  long  before  the  solemn  hour  of  the 
appeal  will  ring.  Will  you  please  read  me 
the  history  of  the  sufferings  and  death  of  the 
beloved  Saviour  which  you  read  me  the  other 
day  ?  It  does  me  so  much  good  to  see  how 
He  has  loved  me,  such  a  miserable  sinner.” 

There  was  a  calm  and  a  solemnity  in  her 
words  which  struck  me  singularly  as  well  as 
all  those  who  were  there. 

After  I  had  finished  reading  she  exclaimed, 
“  He  has  loved  me  so  much  that  He  died  for 
my  sins !  ”  and  she  shut  her  eyes  as  if  to 
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meditate  in  silence,  but  there  was  a  stream  o  f 
big  tears  rolling  down  her  cheeks. 

I  knelt  down  by  her  bed  with  her  family  to 
pray,  but  I  could  not  utter  a  single  word.  The 
idea  that  this  dear  child  was  there,  dying 
from  the  cruel  fanaticism  of  my  theologians 
and  my  own  cowardice  in  obeying  them,  was  as 
a  mill-stone  to  my  neck.  It  was  killing  me. 

Oh  !  if  by  dying  a  thousand  times  I  could 
have  added  a  single  day  to  her  life,  with  what 
pleasure  I  would  have  accepted  those  thou¬ 
sand  deaths  ! 

After  we  had  silently  prayed  and  wept  by 
her  bed-side,  she  requested  her  mother  to 
leave  her  alone  with  me. 

When  I  saw  myself  alone,  under  the  irre¬ 
sistible  impression  that  this  was  her  last  day, 
I  fell  on  my  knees  again,  and  with  tears  of  the 
most  sincere  compassion  for  her  soul  I  re¬ 
quested  her  to  shake  off  her  shame  and  to 
obey  our  holy  Church,  which  requires  every 
one  to  confess  their  sins  if  they  want  to  be 
forgiven. 

She  calmly,  but  with  an  air  of  dignity 
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which,  no  human  words  can  express,  said, 
“Is  it  true  that,  after  the  sin  of  Adam  and 
Eve,  God  Himself  made  coats  of  skins,  and 
clothed  them,  that  they  might  not  see  each 
other’s  nakedness  ?  ” 

“  Yes,”  I  said,  “  this  is  what  the  Holy 
Scriptures  tell  us.” 

“Well,  then,  how  is  it  possible  that  our 
confessors  dare  to  take  away  from  us  that  holy, 
divine  coat  of  modesty  and  self-respect  ?  Has 
not  Almighty  God  Himself  made  with  His 
own  hands  that  coat  of  womanly  modesty  and 
self-respect  that  we  might  not  be  to  you  and 
to  ourselves  a  cause  of  shame  and  sin  ?  ” 

I  was  really  stunned  by  the  beauty,  sim¬ 
plicity,  and  sublimity  of  that  comparison.  I 
remained  absolutely  mute  and  confounded. 
Though  it  was  demolishing  all  the  traditions 
and  doctrines  of  my  Church,  and  pulverizing 
all  my  holy  doctors  and  theologians,  that 
noble  answer  found  such  an  echo  in  my  soul 
that  it  seemed  to  me  a  sacrilege  to  try  to 
touch  it  with  my  finger. 

After  a  short  time  of  silence,  she  continued, 
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“  Twice  I  have  been  destroyed  by  priests 
the  confessional.  They  took  away  from 
me  that  divine  coat  of  modesty  and  self- 
respect  which  God  gives  to  every  human 
being  who  comes  into  this  world,  and  twice 
I  have  become  for  those  very  priests  a 
deep  pit  of  perdition,  into  which  they 
have  fallen,  and  where,  I  fear,  they  are  for 
ever  lost !  My  merciful  Heavenly  Father 
has  given  me  back  that  coat  of  skins, 
that  nuptial-robe  of  modesty,  self-respect,  and 
holiness,  which  had  been  taken  away  from 
me.  He  cannot  allow  you,  or  any  other  man, 
to  tear  again  and  spoil  that  vestment  which 
is  the  work  of  His  hands.” 

These  words  had  exhausted  her;  it  was 
evident  to  me  that  she  wanted  some  rest. 
I  left  her  alone,  but  I  was  absolutely  beside 
myself.  Filled  with  admiration  for  the  sub¬ 
lime  lessons  which  I  had  received  from  the 
lips  of  that  angel,  who,  it  was  evident,  was 
soon  to  fly  away  from  us,  I  felt  a  supreme 
disgust  for  myself,  my  theologians,  and — shall 
I  say  it  ?  yes — I  felt,  in  that  solemn  hour,  a 
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supreme  disgust  for  my  Church,  which  was 
so  cruelly  defiling  me  and  all  the  priests  in 
the  confessional-box.  I  felt  in  that  hour  a 
supreme  horror  for  that  auricular  confession, 
which  is  so  often  such  a  pit  of  perdition  and 
supreme  misery  for  the  confessor  and  the 
penitent.  I  went  out,  walked  two  hours  on 
the  plains  of  Abraham,  to  breathe  the  pure 
and  refreshing  air  of  the  mountain.  There 
alone  I  sat  on  a  stone,  on  the  very  spot 
where  Woolf  and  Montcalm  had  fought  and 
died,  and  wept  to  my  heart’s  content  on  my 
irreparable  degradation,  and  the  degrada¬ 
tion  of  all  the  priests  through  the  confes¬ 
sional. 

At  four  o’clock  in  the  afternoon  I  went 
back  again  to  the  house  of  my  dear  dying 
Mary.  The  mother  took  me  apart,  and 
very  politely  said,  “  My  dear  Mr.  Chiniquy, 
do  you  not  think  that  it  is  time  that  our 
dear  child  should  receive  the  last  sacraments  ? 
She  seemed  to  be  much  better  this  morning, 
and  we  were  full  of  hope ;  but  she  is  now 
rapidly  sinking.  Please  lose  no  time  in 
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giving  lier  the  holy  viaticum  and  the  extreme 
unction.” 

I  said,  “  Yes,  madam ;  let  me  pass  a  few 
minutes  alone  with  onr  poor  dear  child, 
that  I  may  prepare  her  for  the  last  sacra¬ 
ments.” 

When  alone  with  her,  I  again  fell  on  my 
knees,  and,  amidst  torrents  of  tears,  I  said, 
“  Dear  sister,  it  is  my  desire  to  give  yon  the 
holy  viaticnm  and  the  extreme  unction ;  but 
tell  me,  how  can  I  dare  to  do  a  thing  so 
solemn  against  all  the  prohibitions  of  our  holy 
Church  ?  How  can  I  give  you  the  holy  com¬ 
munion  without  first  giving  you  absolution  ? 
and  how  can  I  give  you  absolution  when 
you  honestly  persist  in  telling  me  that 
you  have  committed  sins  which  you  will 
never  declare  either  to  me  or  any  other 
confessor  ? 

“  You  know  that  I  cherish  and  respect  you 
as  if  you  were  an  angel  sent  to  me  from 
heaven.  You  told  me  the  other  day  that 
you  blessed  the  day  that  you  first  saw  and 
knew  me.  I  say  the  same  thing.  I  bless  the 


44  THE  PRIEST,  THE  WOMAN, 

day  that  I  have  known  you ;  I  bless  every 
hour  that  I  have  passed  by  your  bed  of  suffer¬ 
ing  ;  I  bless  every  tear  which  I  have  shed 
with  you  on  your  sins  and  on  my  own ; 
I  bless  every  hour  that  we  have  passed  to¬ 
gether  in  looking  to  the  wounds  of  our  be¬ 
loved,  dying  Saviour  ;  I  bless  you  for  having 
forgiven  me  your  death  !  for  I  know  it,  and 
I  confess  it  a  thousand  times  in  the  presence 
of  God,  I  have  killed  you,  dear  sister. 
But  now  I  prefer  a  thousand  times  to  die 
than  to  say  to  you  a  word  which  would  pain 
you  in  any  way,  or  trouble  the  peace  of  your 
soul.  Please,  my  dear  sister,  tell  me  what  1 
can  and  must  do  for  you  in  this  solemn 
hour.” 

Calmly,  and  with  a  smile  of  joy,  such  as  I 
had  never  seen  before,  nor  have  seen  since,  she 
said,  “  I  thank  and  bless  you,  dear  father,  for 
the  parable  of  the  Prodigal  Son,  on  which  you 
preached  a  month  ago.  You  have  brought  me 
to  the  feet  of  the  dear  Saviour ;  there,  I  have 
found  a  peace  and  a  joy  wdiich  surpass  any¬ 
thing  which  human  heart  can  feel ;  I  have 
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thrown  myself  into  the  arms  of  my  heavenly 
Father,  and  I  know  He  has  mercifully 
accepted  and  forgiven  His  poor  prodigal 
child  ! .  Oh,  I  see  the  angels  with  their 
golden  harps  around  the  throne  of  the 
Lamb !  Do  you  not  hear  the  celestial 
harmony  of  their  songs  ?  I  go — I  go  to 
join  them  in  my  Father’s  house.  I  shall 
not  be  lost !  ” 

While  she  was  thus  speaking  to  me,  my  eyes 
were  really  turned  into  two  fountains  of  tears, 
and  I  was  unable,  as  well  as  unwilling,  to  see 
anything,  so  entirely  overcome  was  I  by  the 
sublime  words  which  were  flowing  from  the 
dying  lips  of  that  dear  child,  who  was  no 
more  a  sinner,  but  areal  angel  of  Heaven  to 
me.  I  was  listening  to  her  words;  there 
was  a  celestial  music  in  every  one  of  them. 
But  she  had  raised  her  voice  in  such  a 
strange  way,  when  she  had  begun  to  say,  “  I 
go  to  my  Father’s  house,”  and  she  made 
such  a  cry  of  joy  when  she  had  let  the  last 
words,  “  not  be  lost,”  escape  her  lips,  that 
I  raised  my  head  and  opened  my  eyes  to 
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look  at  her.  I  suspected  that  something 
strange  had  occurred. 

I  got  up  on  my  feet,  passed  my  handker¬ 
chief  over  my  face,  to  wipe  away  thetears  which 
were  preventing  me  from  seeing  with  accu¬ 
racy,  and  looked  at  her. 

Her  hands  were  crossed  on  her  breast, 
and  there  was  on  her  face  the  expression 
of  a  really  superhuman  joy;  her  beautiful 
eyes  were  fixed  as  if  they  were  look¬ 
ing  on  some  grand  and  sublime  spectacle ; 
it  seemed  to  me  at  first  that  she  was 
praying. 

In  that  very  same  instant  the  mother 
rushed  into  the  room,  crying,  “  My  God  !  my 
God  !  what  does  that  cry  ‘  lost  ’  mean  ?”—  for 
her  last  words, c<  not  be  lost,”  particularly  the 
last  one,  had  been  pronounced  with  such  a 
powerful  voice  that  they  had  been  heard  almost 
everywhere  in  the  house. 

I  made  a  sign  with  my  hand  to  prevent 
the  distressed  mother  from  making  any  noise, 
and  troubling  her  dying  child  in  her  prayer, 
for  I  really  thought  that  she  had  stopped 
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speaking,  as  she  used  so  often  to  do,  wlien 
alone  with  me,  in  order  to  pray.  But  I  was 
mistaken.  That  redeemed  soul  kad  gone,  on 
tlie  golden  wings  of  love,  to  join  the  multi¬ 
tudes  of  those  who  have  washed  their  robes 
in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb,  to  sing  the  eternal 
Alleluia. 
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CHAPTER  II. 

AURICULAR  CONFESSION  A  DEEP  PIT  OF 
PERDITION  FOR  THE  PRIEST. 


It  was  some  time  after  our  dear  Mary 
liad  been  buried.  The  terrible  and  mys¬ 
terious  cause  of  her  death  was  known  only 
to  God  and  to  me.  Though  her  loving 
mother  was  still  weeping  over  her  grave, 
she  had  soon  been  forgotten,  as  usual,  by 
the  greatest  part  of  those  who  had  known 
her :  but  she  was  constantly  present  to  my 
mind.  I  never  entered  the  confessional- 
box  without  hearing  her  solemn,  though  so 
mild,  voice  telling  me,  “  There  must  be  some¬ 
where  something  wrong  in  the  auricular 
confession.  Twice  I  have  been  destroyed 
by  my  confessors ;  and  I  have  known  several 
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others  who  have  also  been  destroyed  in  the 
same  way.” 

More  than  once,  when  her  voice  was  ring¬ 
ing  in  my  ears  from  her  tomb,  I  had  shed 
bitter  tears  on  the  profound  and  unfathom¬ 
able  degradation  into  which  I,  with  the 
other  priests,  had  to  fall  in  the  confessional- 
box.  For  many,  many  times,  stories  as 
deplorable  as  that  of  this  unfortunate  girl 
were  confessed  to  me  by  city  as  well  as 
country  females. 

One  night  I  was  awakened  by  the  rum¬ 
bling  noise  of  thunder,  when  I  heard  some 
one  knocking  at  the  door.  I  hastened 
out  of  bed  to  go  and  ask  who  was  there. 
The  answer  was  that  the  Rev.  Mr.  - 
was  dying,  and  that  he  wanted  to  see  me 
before  his  death.  I  dressed  myself,  and 
was  soon  on  the  highway.  The  darkness 
was  fearful ;  and  often,  had  it  not  been  for 
the  lightning  which  was  almost  constantly 
tearing  the  clouds,  we  should  not  have  known 
where  we  were.  After  a  long  and  hard 
journey  through  the  darkness  and  the  storm, 
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we  arrived  at  the  house  of  the  dying  priest. 
I  went  directly  to  his  room,  and  really  found 
him  very  low  ;  he  could  hardly  speak.  With 
a  sign  of  his  hand  he  bade  his  servant-girl 
and  a  young  man  who  were  there  go  out, 
and  leave  him  alone  with  me. 

Then,  with  a  low  voice,  he  said,  “  Is  it 
you  who  prepared  poor  Mary  to  die  ?” 

“  Yes,  sir,”  I  answered. 

“  Please  tell  me  the  truth.  Is  it  the  fact 
that  she  died  the  death  of  a  reprobate,  and 
that  her  last  words  were,  ‘  Oh,  my  God !  I 
am  lost  ’  ?  ” 

I  answered :  “As  I  was  the  confessor  of 
that  girl,  and  we  were  talking  together  on 
matters  which  pertained  to  her  confession, 
in  the  very  moment  that  she  was  unex¬ 
pectedly  summoned  to  appear  before  God,  I 
cannot  answer  your  question  in  any  way ; 
please,  then,  excuse  me  if  I  cannot  speak 
any  more  on  that  subject :  but  tell  me  who 
can  have  assured  you  that  she  died  the 
death  of  a  reprobate.” 

“  It  was  her  own  mother,”  answered  the 
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dying  man.  “  She  came  last  week  to  visit 
me,  and  when  she  was  alone  with  me,  with 
many  tears  and  cries,  she  said  how  her  poor 
child  had  refused  to  receive  the  last  sacra¬ 
ments,  and  how  her  last  cry  was,  ‘  I  am  lost !  ’ 
She  added  that  that  cry,  c  Lost !  ’  was  pro¬ 
nounced  with  such  a  frightful  power  that  it 
was  heard  through  all  the  house.” 

“  If  her  mother  has  told  you  that,”  I  re¬ 
plied,  “  you  may  believe  what  you  please 
about  the  way  that  poor  child  died.  I  can¬ 
not  say  a  word — you  know  it- — about  that 
matter.” 

“  But  if  she  is  lost,”  rejoined  the  old,  dying 
priest,  “  I  am  the  miserable  one  who  has  de¬ 
stroyed  her.  She  was  an  angel  of  purity  when 
she  came  to  the  convent.  Oh  !  dear  Mary,  if 
you  are  lost,  I  am  a  thousandfold  more  lost ! 
Oh,  my  God,  my  God  !  what  will  become  of 
me  ?  I  am  dying  ;  and  I  am  lost !  ” 

It  was  indeed  an  awful  thing  to  see  that 
old  sinner  tearing  his  own  hands,  rolling  on 
his  bed  as  if  he  had  been  on  burning  coals, 
with  all  the  marks  of  the  most  frightful 
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despair  on  his  face,  crying,  “  I  am  lost !  Oh, 
my  God,  I  am  lost !  ” 

I  was  glad  that  the  claps  of  thunder,  which 
were  shaking  the  house  and  roaring  without 
ceasing,  prevented  the  people  outside  the 
room  from  hearing  those  cries  of  desolation 
from  that  priest,  whom  every  one  considered 
a  great  saint. 

When  it  seemed  to  me  that  his  terror  had 
somewhat  subsided,  and  that  his  mind  was 
calmed  a  little,  I  said  to  him,  “  My  dear  friend, 
you  must  not  give  yourself  up  to  such 
despair.  Our  merciful  God  has  promised 
to  forgive  the  repenting  sinner  who  comes 
to  Him,  even  at  the  last  hour  of  the  day. 
Address  yourself  to  the  Virgin  Mary ;  she 
will  ask  and  obtain  your  pardon.” 

“Do  you  not  think  that  it  is  too  late  to  ask 
pardon  P  The  doctor  has  honestly  warned 
me  that  death  is  very  near,  and  I  feel  I  am 
just  now  dying  !  Is  it  not  too  late  to  ask  and 
obtain  pardon?”  asked  the  dying  priest. 

“  No,  my  dear  sir,  it  is  not  too  late,  if  you 
sincerely  regret  your  sins.  Throw  yourself 
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into  the  arms  of  Jesus,  Mary,  and  Joseph ; 
make  your  confession  without  any  more 
delay,  and  you  will  be  saved.” 

“  But  I  have  never  made  a  good  confession. 
Will  you  help  me  to  make  a  general  one  ?” 

It  was  my  duty  to  grant  him  his  request, 
and  the  rest  of  the  night  was  spent  by  me  in 
hearing  the  confession  of  his  whole  life. 

I  do  not  want  to  give  many  particulars 
of  the  life  of  that  priest.  I  will  only  mention 
two  things.  First :  It  was  then  that  I  under¬ 
stood  why  poor  young  Mary  was  absolutely 
unwilling  to  mention  the  iniquities  which  she 
had  done  with  him.  They  were  simply  sur¬ 
passingly  horrible  —  unmentionable.  No 
human  tongue  can  express  them — few  human 
ears  would  consent  to  hear  them. 

The  second  thing  that  I  am  bound  in  con¬ 
science  to  reveal  is  almost  incredible,  but  it 
is  nevertheless  true.  The  number  of  married 
and  unmarried  females  he  had  heard  in  the 
confessional  was  about  1500,  of  which  he  said 
he  had  destroyed  or  scandalized  at  least  1000 
by  his  questioning  them  on  most  depraving 
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things,  for  the  simple  pleasure  of  gratifying 
his  own  corrupted  heart,  without  letting  them 
know  anything  of  his  sinful  thoughts  and 
criminal  desires  towards  them.  But  he  con¬ 
fessed  that  he  had  destroyed  the  purity  of 
ninety-five  of  those  penitents,  who  had  con¬ 
sented  to  sin  with  him. 

And  would  to  God  that  this  priest  had  been 
the  only  one  whom  I  have  known  to  be  lost 
through  the  auricular  confession  !  But,  alas  ! 
how  few  are  those  who  have  escaped  the 
snares  of  the  tempter,  compared  with  those 
who  have  perished  !  I  have  heard  the  confes¬ 
sions  of  more  than  200  priests,  and,  to  say  the 
truth,  as  God  knows  it,  I  must  declare  that 
only  twenty-one  had  not  to  weep  over  the 
secret  or  public  sins  committed  through  the 
irresistibly  corrupting  influences  of  auricular 
confession  ! 

I  am  sixty-five  years  old ;  in  a  short  time  I 
shall  be  in  my  grave.  I  shall  have  to  give  an 
account  of  what  I  say  to-day.  Well,  it  is  in 
the  presence  of  my  great  Judge,  with  my 
tomb  before  my  eyes,  that  I  declare  to  the 
world  that  very  few — yes,  very  few — priests 
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escape  from  falling  into  tlie  pit  of  tlie  most 
horrible  moral  depravity  the  world  has 
ever  known,  through  the  confession  of 
females. 

I  do  not  say  this  because  I  have  any  bad 
feelings  against  those  priests  :  God  knows 
that  I  have  none.  The  only  feelings  I  have  are 
of  supreme  compassion  and  pity.  I  do  not 
reveal  these  awful  things  to  make  the  world 
believe  that  the  priests  of  Rome  are  a  worse 
set  of  men  than  the  rest  of  the  innumerable 
fallen  children  of  Adam.  No,  I  do  not  enter¬ 
tain  any  such  views;  for,  everything  con¬ 
sidered  and  weighed  in  the  balance  of  religion, 
charity,  and  common  sense — I  think  that 
the  priests  of  Rome  are  far  from  being  worse 
than  any  other  set  of  men  who  would  be 
thrown  into  the  same  temptations,  dangers, 
and  unavoidable  occasions  of  sin. 

For  instance,  let  us  take  lawyers,  mer¬ 
chants,  or  farmers,  and,  preventing  them 
from  living  with  their  lawful  wives,  let 
us  surround  each  of  them  from  morning  to 
night  by  ten,  twenty,  and  sometimes  more, 
beautiful  women  and  tempting  girls,  who  would 
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speak  to  them  of  things  which  can  pulverize 
a  rock  of  Scotch  granite,  and  you  will  see 
how  many  of  those  lawyers,  merchants,  or 
farmers  will  go  out  of  that  terrible  moral 
battle-field  without  being  mortally  wounded. 

The  cause  of  the  supreme — I  dare  say  in¬ 
credible,  though  unsuspected — immorality  of 
the  priests  of  Rome  is  a  very  evident  and 
logical  one.  By  the  diabolical  power  of  the 
Pope,  the  priest  is  put  out  of  the  ways 
which  God  has  offered  to  the  generality  of 
men  to  be  honest,  upright,  and  holy.*  And 
after  the  Pope  has  deprived  them  of  the 
grand,  holy,  I  say  Divine  (in  this  sense 
that  it  comes  directly  from  God)  remedy 
which  God  has  given  to  man  against  his  own 
concupiscence — holy  marriage,  they  are  placed 
unprotected,  unguarded  in  the  most  perilous, 
difficult,  irresistible  moral  dangers  which 
human  ingenuity  or  depravity  can  conceive. 
Those  unmarried  men  are  forced  to  be,  from 

*  “  To  avoid  fornication,  let  every  man  have  his  own 
wife,  and  let  every  woman  have  her  own  husband  ” 
(1  Cor.  vii.  2). 
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morning  to  night,  in  the  midst  of  beautiful 
girls,  and  tempting,  charming  women,  who 
have  to  tell  them  things  which  would  melt 
the  hardest  steel.  How  can  you  expect  that 
they  will  cease  to  be  men,  and  become 
stronger  than  angels  ? 

Not  only  are  the  priests  of  Rome  deprived 
by  the  devil  of  the  only  remedy  which  God  has 
given  to  help  him  to  stand  up,  but  they  have, 
in  the  confessional,  the  greatest  facility  which 
can  possibly  be  imagined  for  satisfying  all 
the  bad  propensities  of  fallen  human  nature. 
In  the  confessional  they  know  those  who  are 
strong,  and  they  know  those  who  are  weak 
among  the  females  by  whom  they  are  sur¬ 
rounded  ;  they  know  who  would  resist  any 
attempt  from  the  enemy ;  and  they  know  who 
are  ready — nay,  who  are  longing  after  the 
deceitful  charms  of  sin.  If  they  still  retain 
the  fallen  nature  of  man,  what  a  terrible 
hour  for  them  !  what  frightful  battles  inside 
the  poor  heart !  What  superhuman  efforts 
and  strength  would  be  required  to  come  out 
a  conqueror  from  that  battle-field,  where  a 
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David,  a  Samson,  have  fallen,  mortally 
wounded ! 

It  is  simply  an  act  of  supreme  stupidity  on 
the  part  of  the  Protestant,  as  well  as  Catholic 
public,  to  suppose,  or  suspect,  or  hope,  that  the 
generality  of  the  priests  can  stand  that  trial. 
The  pages  of  the  history  of  Pome  herself  are 
filled  with  the  unanswerable  proofs  that  the 
great  generality  of  the  confessors  fall.  If  it 
were  not  so,  the  miracle  of  Joshua,  stopping 
the  march  of  the  sun  and  the  moon,  would 
be  a  childish  play  compared  with  the  miracle 
which  would  stop  and  reverse  all  the  laws  of 
our  common  fallen  nature  in  the  hearts  of  the 
100,000  Roman  Catholic  confessors  of  the 
Church  of  Rome.  Were  I  attempting  to  prove 
by  public  facts  what  I  know  of  the  horrible 
depravity  caused  by  the  confessional- box 
among  the  priests  of  Prance,  Canada,  Spain, 
Italy,  England,  I  should  have  to  write  many  big 
volumes  in  folio.  For  brevity’s  sake  I  will 
speak  only  of  Italy.  I  take  that  country  be¬ 
cause,  being  under  the  very  eyes  of  their 
infallible  and  most  holy  (?)  Pontiff,  being  in 
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the  land  of  daily  miracles,  of  painted  Madon¬ 
nas,  who  weep  and  turn  their  eyes  left  and 
right,  up  and  down,  in  a  most  marvellous 
way,  being  in  the  land  of  miraculous  medals 
and  heavenly  spiritual  favours,  constantly 
flowing  from  the  chair  of  St.  Peter,  the  con¬ 
fessors  in  Italy  are  in  the  best  possible  cir¬ 
cumstances  to  be  strong,  faithful,  and  holy. 
Well,  let  us  hear  an  eye-witness,  a  contempo¬ 
rary,  an  unimpeachable  witness  about  the  way 
the  confessors  deal  with  their  penitent  females, 
in  the  only  holy,  apostolical,  infallible  (?) 
Church  of  Rome. 

The  witness  we  will  hear  is  of  the  purest 
blood  of  the  princes  of  Italy.  Her  name  is 
Henrietta  Carracciolo,  daughter  of  the  Mar¬ 
shal  Carracciolo,  Governor  of  the  Province  of 
Bari,  in  Italy.  Let  us  hear  what  she  says  of 
the  Father  Confessors,  after  twenty  years  of 
personal  experience  in  different  nunneries  of 
Italy.  In  her  remarkable  book,  “Mysteries  of 
the  Neapolitan  Convents,”  pp.  150,  151,  152  : 
“  My  confessor  came  the  following  day, 
and  I  disclosed  to  him  the  nature  of  the 
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troubles  which  beset  me.  Later  in  the  day, 
seeing  that  I  had  gone  down  to  the  place 
where  we  used  to  receive  the  holy  communion, 
called  Communichino,  the  •  conversa  of  my 
aunt  rang  the  bell  for  the  priest  to  come 
with  the  pyx.*  He  was  a  man  of  about  fifty 
years  of  age,  very  corpulent,  with  a  rubicund 
face,  and  a  type  of  physiognomy  as  vulgar  as 
it  was  repulsive. 

“  I  approached  the  little  window  to  receive 
the  sacred  wafer  on  my  tongue,  with  my 
eyes  closed,  as  if  is  customary.  I  placed  it 
upon  my  tongue  ;  and,  as  I  drew  back,  I 
felt  my  cheeks  caressed.  I  opened  my  eyes, 
but  the  priest  had  withdrawn  his  hand,  and, 
thinking  I  had  been  deceived,  I  gave  it  no 
more  attention. 

“  On  the  next  occasion,  forgetful  of  what 
had  occurred  before,  I  received  the  sacra¬ 
ment  with  closed  eyes  again,  according  to 
precept.  This  time  I  distinctly  felt  my  chin 

*  A  silver  box  containing  consecrated  bread,  which  is 
believed  to  be  the  real  body,  blood,  and  divinity  of  Jesus 
Christ. 
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caressed  again ;  and  on  opening  my  eyes, 
suddenly  I  found  the  priest  gazing  rudely 
upon  me,  with  a  sensual  smile  on  his 
face. 

“  There  could  he  no  longer  any  doubt : 
these  overtures  were  not  the  result  of  acci¬ 
dent. 

“  The  daughter  of  Eve  is  endowed  with  a 
greater  degree  of  curiosity  than  man.  It 
occurred  to  me  to  place  myself  in  a  con¬ 
tiguous  apartment,  where  I  could  observe  if 
this  libertine  priest  was  accustomed  to  take 
similar  liberties  with  the  nuns.  I  did  so, 
and  was  fully  convinced  that  only  the  old 
left  him  without  being  caressed  ! 

“  All  the  others  allowed  him  to  do  with 
them  as  he  pleased  ;  and  even,  in  taking  leave 
of  him,  did  so  with  the  utmost  reverence. 

“  ‘Is  this  the  respect,’  said  I  to  myself,  ‘that 
the  priests  and  the  spouses  of  Christ  have  for 
the  sacrament  of  the  Eucharist  ?  Shall  the 
poor  novice  be  enticed  to  leave  the  world  in 
order  to  learn,  in  this  school,  such  lessons  of 
self-respect  and  chastity  ?”’ 
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Page  163,  we  read,  “  The  fanatical  passion 
of  the  nuns  for  their  confessors,  priests,  and 
monks,  exceeds  belief.  That  which  especially 
renders  their  incarceration  endurable  is  the 
illimitable  opportunity  they  enjoy  of  seeing 
and  corresponding  with  those  persons  with 
whom  they  are  in  love.  This  freedom  localizes 
and  identifies  them  with  the  convent  so 
closely  that  they  are  unhappy  when,  on 
account  of  any  serious  sickness,  or  while  pre¬ 
paring  to  take  the  veil,  they  are  obliged  to 
pass  some  months  in  the  bosom  of  their  own 
families,  in  company  with  their  fathers, 
mothers,  brothers,  and  sisters.  It  is  not  to  be 
presumed  that  these  relatives  would  permit 
a  young  girl  to  pass  many  hours  each  day 
in  a  mysterious  colloquy  with  a  priest,  or  a 
monk,  and  maintain  with  him  this  continual 
correspondence.  This  is  a  liberty  which  they 
can  enjoy  in  the  convent  only. 

“  Many  are  the  hours  which  the  Heloise 
spends  in  the  confessional,  in  agreeable  pas¬ 
time  with  her  Abelard  in  cassock. 

“  Others,  whose  confessors  happen  to  be 
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old,  have  in  addition  a  spiritual  director, 
with  whom  they  amuse  themselves  a  long  time 
every  day,  tete-a-tete ,  in  the  parlatorio.  When 
this  is  not  enough,  they  simulate  an  illness, 
in  order  to  have  him  alone  in  their  own 
rooms.” 

Page  166,  we  read: — “  Another  nun,  being 
somewhat  infirm,  her  priest  confessed  her  in 
her  own  room.  After  a  time,  the  invalid 
penitent  found  herself  in  what  is  called  an 
interesting  situation,  on  which  account,  the 
physician  declaring  that  her  complaint  was 
dropsy,  she  was  sent  away  from  the  con¬ 
vent.” 

Page  167: — “A  young  educanda  was  in 
the  habit  of  going  down  every  night  to  the 
convent  burial-place,  where,  by  a  corridor 
which  communicated  with  the  vestry,  she 
entered  into  a  colloquy  with  a  young  priest 
attached  to  the  church.  Consumed  by  an 
amorous  impatience,  she  was  not  deterred 
from  these  excursions  either  by  bad  weather 
or  the  fear  of  being  discovered. 

“  She  heard  a  great  noise  one  night  near 
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her.  In  the  thick  darkness  which  surrounded 
her  she  imagined  that  she  saw  a  vampire 
winding  itself  around  her  feet.  She  was  so 
much  overcome  by  fright  that  she  died  from 
the  effects  of  it  a  few  months  later.” 

Page  168  : — “  One  of  the  confessors  had  a 
young  penitent  in  the  convent.  Every  time 
he  was  called  to  visit  a  dying  sister,  and  on 
that  account  passed  the  night  in  the  convent, 
this  nun  would  climb  over  the  partition  which 
separated  her  room  from  his,  and  betake  her¬ 
self  to  the  master  and  director  of  souls. 

“  Another,  during  the  delirium  of  a  typhus 
fever,  from  which  she  was  suffering,  was  con¬ 
stantly  imitating  the  action  of  sending  kisses 
to  her  confessor,  who  stood  by  the  side  of  her 
bed.  He,  covered  with  blushes  on  account 
of  the  presence  of  strangers,  held  a  crucifix 
before  the  eyes  of  the  penitent,  and  in  a 
commiserating  tone  exclaimed, — 

“  cPoor  thing  !  kiss  thy  own  spouse  !’  ” 
Page  168  : — “  Under  the  bonds  of  secrecy, 
an  educanda,  of  fine  form  and  pleasing  man¬ 
ners,  and  of  a  noble  family,  confided  to  me 
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the  fact  of  her  having  received,  from  the 
hands  of  her  confessor,  a  very  interesting 
book  (as  she  described  it),  which  related 
to  the  monastic  life.  I  expressed  the  wish 
to  know  the  title,  and  she,  before  showing 
it  to  me,  took  the  precaution  to  lock  the 
door. 

“It  proved  to  be - ,  by - ,  a  book, 

as  all  know,  filled  with  the  most  disgusting 
obscenity.” 

Page  169  : — “  I  received  once  from  a  monk, 
a  letter  in  which  he  signified  to  me  that 
he  had  hardly  seen  me  when  ‘  he  conceived 
the  sweet  hope  of  becoming  my  confessor.’ 
An  exquisite  of  the  first  water,  a  fop  of  scents 
and  euphuism,  could  not  have  employed 
phrases  more  melodramatic,  to  demand 
whether  he  might  hope  or  despair.” 

Page  1 69  : — “  A  priest,  who  enjoyed  the 
reputation  of  being  an  incorruptible  sacer- 
dote,  when  he  saw  me  pass  through  the  par- 
latorio,  used  to  address  me  as  follows  : — 

“‘Ps,  dear,  come  here!  Ps,  Ps,  come 
here !  ’ 

F 
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“  These  words,  addressed  to  me  by  a  priest, 
were  nauseous  in  the  extreme. 

“  Finally,  another  priest,  the  most  annoying 
of  all  for  his  obstinate  assiduity,  sought  to 
secure  my  affections  at  all  cost.  There  was 
not  an  image  profane  poetry  could  afford  him, 
nor  a  sophism  he  could  borrow  from  rhetoric, 
nor  wily  interpretation  he  could  give  to  the 
Word  of  God,  which  he  did  not  employ  to 
convert  me  to  his  wishes.  Here  is  an  example 
of  his  logic  : — 

“  ‘  Fair  daughter,’  said  he  to  me  one  day, 
*  knowest  thou  who  God  truly  is  ?’ 

“  ‘  He  is  the  Creator  of  the  Universe,’  I 
answered  drily. 

“  ‘  No, — no, — no,  no  !  that  is  not  enough,’ 
lie  replied,  laughing  at  my  ignorance.  ‘  God 
is  love,  but  love  in  the  abstract,  which  re¬ 
ceives  its  incarnation  in  the  mutual  affec¬ 
tion  of  two  hearts,  which  idolize  each  other. 
You,  then,  must  not  only  love  God  in 
His  abstract  existence,  but  must  also  love 
Him  in  His  incarnation,  that  is,  in  the 
exclusive  love  of  a  man  who  adores  you. 
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Quod  Deus  est  amor,  nee  colitur,  nisi 
amandod 

“  ‘  Then,’  I  replied,  ‘  a  woman  who  adores 
her  own  lover  would  adore  Divinity  itself?’ 

“  ‘  Assuredly,’  reiterated  the  priest  over  and 
over  again,  taking  courage  from  my  remark, 
and  chuckling  at  what  seemed  to  him  to  be 
the  effect  of  his  catechism. 

“  ‘  In  that  case,’  said  I  hastily,  *  I  should 
select  for  my  lover  rather  a  man  of  the  world 
than  a  priest.’ 

“  ‘  God  preserve  you,  my  daughter  !  God 
preserve  you  from  that  sin  !  ’  added  my  inter¬ 
locutor,  apparently  frightened.  ‘  To  love  a 
man  of  the  world,  a  sinner,  a  wretch,  an  un¬ 
believer,  an  infidel  !  Why,  you  would  go 
immediately  to  hell.  The  love  of  a  priest 
is  a  sacred  love,  while  that  of  a  profane 
man  is  infamy ;  the  faith  of  a  priest  ema¬ 
nates  from  that  granted  to  the  holy 
Church,  while  that  of  the  profane  is  false, — 
false  as  the  vanity  of  the  century.  The 
priest  purifies  his  affections  daily  in  com¬ 
munion  with  the  Holy  Spirit ;  the  man  of 

f  2 
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the  world  (if  he  ever  knows  love  at  all) 
sweeps  the  muddy  crossings  of  the  street 
with  it  day  and  night.’ 

‘“But  it  is  the  heart  as  well  as  the  con¬ 
science  which  prompts  me  to  fly  from  the 
priests,’  I  replied. 

“  ‘  Well,  if  you  cannot  love  me  because  I 
am  your  confessor,  I  will  find  means  to  assist 
you  to  get  rid  of  your  scruples.  We  will 
place  the  name  of  Jesus  Christ  before  all  our 
affectionate  demonstration,  and  thus  our  love 
will  be  a  grateful  offering  to  the  Lord, 
and  will  ascend  fragrant  with  perfume  to 
Heaven,  like  the  smoke  of  the  incense  of  the 
sanctuary.  Say  to  me,  for  example,  “  I  love 
you  in  Jesus  Christ ;  last  night  I  dreamed  of 
you  in  Jesus  Christ;”  and  you  will  have  a 
tranquil  conscience,  because  in  doing  this  you 
will  sanctify  every  transport  of  your  love.’ 

“  Several  circumstances  not  indicated  here, 
by  the  way,  compelled  me  to  come  in  frequent 
contact  with  this  priest  afterwards,  and  I  do 
not  therefore  give  his  name. 

“  Of  a  very  respectable  monk,  respectable 
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alike  for  liis  age  and  liis  moral  character,  I 
inquired  what  signified  the  prefixing  the  name 
of  Jesus  Christ  to  amorous  apostrophes. 

“  ‘  It  is,’  he  said,  4  an  expression  used  by  a 
horrible  sect,  and  one  unfortunately  only  too 
numerous,  which,  thus  abusing  the  name  of 
our  Lord,  permits  to  its  members  the  most 
unbridled  licentiousness.’  ” 

And  it  is  my  sad  duty  to  say,  before  the 
whole  world,  that  I  know  that  by  far  the 
greater  part  of  the  confessors  in  America, 
Spain,  France  and  England,  reason  and  act 
just  like  that  licentious  Italian  priest. 

Oh  noble  England  !  if  you  could  know  what 
will  become  of  the  virtue  of  your  fair  daugh¬ 
ters  if  you  allow  secret  or  public  slaves  of 
Rome  to  restore  the  auricular  confession, 
with  what  a  storm  of  holy  indignation  you 
would  defeat  their  plans  ! 
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CHAPTER  III. 

THE  CONFESSIONAL  IS  THE  MODERN 
SODOM. 


Ip  any  one  wants  to  hear  an  eloquent  oration, 
let  him  go  when  the  Roman  Catholic  priest 
is  preaching  on  the  divine  institution  of  auri¬ 
cular  confession.  There  is  no  subject,  perhaps, 
on  which  the  priests  display  so  much  zeal  and 
earnestness,  and  of  which  they  speak  so  often. 
For  this  institution  is  really  the  corner-stone 
of  their  stupendous  power ;  it  is  the  secret  of 
their  almost  irresistible  influence.  Let  the  peo¬ 
ple  to-day  open  their  eyes  to  the  truth,  and 
understand  that  auricular  confession  is  one  of 
the  most  stupendous  impostures  which  Satan 
has  invented  to  corrupt  and  enslave  the 
world  ;  let  the  people  desert  the  confessional- 
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box  to-day,  and  to-morrow  Romanism  will 
fall  into  the  dust.  The  priests  understand 
this  very  well ;  hence  their  constant  efforts 
to  deceive  the  people  on  that  question.  To 
attain  their  object,  they  have  recourse  to  the 
most  egregious  falsehoods  ;  the  Scriptures  are 
misrepresented  ;  the  holy  Fathers  are  brought 
to  say  the  very  contrary  of  what  they  have 
ever  thought  or  written ;  the  most  extraor¬ 
dinary  miracles  and  stories  are  invented.  But 
two  of  the  arguments  to  which  they  have  more 
often  recourse  are  the  great  and  perpetual 
miracles  which  God  makes  to  keep  the  purity 
of  the  confessional  undefiled,  and  its  secrets 
marvellously  sealed.  They  make  the  people 
believe  that  the  vow  of  perpetual  chastity 
changes  their  nature,  turns  them  into  angels, 
and  puts  them  above  the  common  frailties  of 
the  fallen  children  of  Adam. 

Bravely  and  with  a  brazen  face,  when  they 
are  interrogated  on  that  subject,  they  say  that 
they  have  special  graces  to  remain  pure  and 
undefiled  in  the  midst  of  the  greatest  dangers  ; 
that  the  Virgin  Mary,  to  whom  they  are  con- 
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secrated,  is  their  powerful  advocate  to  obtain 
from  her  Son  that  superhuman  virtue  of 
chastity ;  that  what  would  be  a  cause  of 
sure  perdition  to  common  men  is  without 
peril  and  danger  for  a  true  son  of  Mary; 
and,  with  amazing  stupidity,  the  people  con¬ 
sent  to  be  duped,  blinded,  and  deceived  by 
those  fooleries. 

But  here  let  the  world  hear  the  truth,  as  it 
is  from  one  who  knows  perfectly  everything 
inside  and  outside  the  walls  of  that  Modern 
Babylon ;  though  many,  I  know,  will  disbe¬ 
lieve  me  and  say,  “We  hope  you  are  mis¬ 
taken.  It  is  impossible  that  the  priests  of 
Borne  should  turn  out  to  be  such  impostors. 
They  may  be  mistaken ;  they  may  believe  arid 
repeat  things  which  are  not  true,  but  they  are 
honest;  they  cannot  be  such  impudent  de¬ 
ceivers.” 

Yes  !  though  I  know  that  many  will  hardly 
believe  me,  I  must  say  the  truth. 

Those  very  men  who,  when  speaking  to  the 
people  on  such  glowing  terms  of  the  marvel¬ 
lous  way  they  are  kept  pure  in  the  midst  of 
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the  dangers  which  surround  them,  honestly 
blush,  and  often  weep,  when  they  speak  to 
each  other  (when  they  are  sure  that  nobody 
except  priests  hears  them).  They  deplore 
their  moral  degradation  with  the  utmost  sin¬ 
cerity  and  honesty.  They  ask  from  God  and 
men  pardon  for  their  unspeakable  depravity. 

I  have  here  in  my  hands,  and  under  my 
eyes,  one  of  their  most  remarkable  secret 
books,  written,  or  at  least  approved,  by  one  of 
their  greatest  and  best  bishops  and  cardinals, 
the  Cardinal  De  Bonald,  Archbishop  of  Lyons. 
The  book  is  written  for  the  use  of  the  priests 
alone.  Its  title  is  in  French,  “  Examen  de 
Conscience  des  Pretres  ”  At  page  34  we 
read : — 

“Have  I  left  certain  persons  to  make  the  de¬ 
clarations  of  their  sins  in  such  a  way  that  the 
imagination,  once  taken  and  impressed  by  the 
pictures  and  representations,  could  be  dragged 
into  a  long  course  of  temptations  and  grievous 
sins  ?  The  priests  do  not  pay  sufficient  at¬ 
tention  to  the  continual  temptations  caused 
by  the  hearing  of  confessions.  The  soul 
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is  gradually  enfeebled  in  such  a  way  that, 
at  the  end,  the  virtue  of  chastity  is  for 
ever  lost.” 

Here  is  the  address  of  a  priest  to  other 
priests  when  he  suspects  that  nobody  but  his 
co-sinner  brethren  hear  him.  Here  is  the 
honest  language  of  truth. 

In  the  presence  of  God  those  priests  ac¬ 
knowledge  that  they  have  not  a  sufficient 
fear  of  those  constant  (what  a  word — what  an 
acknowledgment — constant !)  temptations,  and 
they  honestly  confess  that  those  temptations 
come  from  the  hearing  of  the  confessions  of 
so  many  scandalous  sins.  Here  the  priests 
honestly  acknowledge  that  those  constant 
temptations,  at  the  end,  destroy  for  ever  in 
them  the  holy  virtue  of  purity  !  * 

Ah  !  would  to  God  that  all  the  honest  girls 

*  And  remark  that  all  their  religious  authors  who  have 
written  on  that  subject  hold  the  same  language.  They  all 
speak  of  those  continual  degrading  temptations ;  they  all 
lament  the  damning  sins  which  follow  those  temptations  ; 
they  all  entreat  the  priests  to  fight  those  temptations  and 
repent  of  those  sins. 
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and  women  whom  tlie  devil  entraps  into  the 
snares  of  auricular  confession  could  hear  the 
cries  of  distress  of  those  poor  priests  whom 
they  have  tempted — for  ever  destroyed!  Would 
to  God  that  they  could  see  the  torrents  of 
tears  shed  by  so  many  priests  because,  from 
the  hearing  of  confessions,  they  had  fur  ever 
lost  the  virtue  of  purity !  They  would  un¬ 
derstand  that  the  confessional  is  a  snare,  a 
pit  of  perdition,  a  Sodom  for  the  priest ;  and 
they  would  be  struck  with  horror  and  shame 
at  the  idea  of  the  continual,  shameful,  dis¬ 
honest,  degrading  temptations  by  which  their 
confessor  is  tormented  day  and  night — they 
would  blush  on  account  of  the  shameful  sins 
which  their  confessors  have  committed — they 
would  weep  over  the  irreparable  loss  of  their 
purity — they  would  promise  before  God  and 
men  that  the  confessional-box  should  never 
see  them  any  more — they  would  prefer  to 
be  burned  alive,  if  any  sentiment  of  honesty 
and  charity  remained  in  them,  rather  than 
consent  to  be  a  cause  of  constant  tempta¬ 
tion  and  damnable  sin  to  that  man. 
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Would  that  respectable  lady  go  any  more 
to  confess  to  that  man  if,  after  her  confession, 
she  could  hear  him  lamenting  the  continual 
shameful  temptations  which  assail  him  day 
and  night,  and  the  damning  sins  which  he 
has  committed  on  account  of  what  she  has 
confessed  to  him  ?  No — a  thousand  times 
No! 

Would  that  honest  father  allow  his  beloved 
daughter  to  go  any  more  to  that  man  to  con¬ 
fess  if  he  could  hear  his  cries  of  distress,  and 
see  his  tears  flowing  because  the  hearing  of 
those  confessions  is  the  source  of  constant, 
shameful  temptations  and  degrading  ini¬ 
quities  ? 

Oh !  would  to  God  that  the  honest 
Romanists  all  over  the  world — for  there  are 
millions  who,  though  deluded,  are  honest — 
could  see  what  is  going  on  in  the  heart,  the 
imagination  of  the  poor  confessor  when  he 
is,  there,  surrounded  by  attractive  women,  and 
tempting  girls,  speaking  to  him  from  morning 
to  night  on  things  which  a  man  cannot  hear 
without  falling  !  Then  that  modern  but  grand 
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imposture  called  the  Sacrament  of  Penance 
would  soon  be  ended. 

But  here,  again,  who  will  not  lament  the 
consequence  of  the  total  perversity  of  our 
human  nature  ?  Those  very  same  priests 
who,  when  alone  in  the  presence  of  God, 
speak  so  plainly  of  the  constant  temptations 
by  which  they  are  assailed,  and  who  so 
sincerely  weep  over  the  irreparable  loss  of  their 
virtue  of  purity,  when  they  think  that  nobody 
hears  them,  will  deny  with  a  brazen  face 
those  temptations.  They  will  indignantly 
rebuke  you  as  a  slanderer  if  you  say  anything 
to  lead  them  to  suppose  that  you  fear  for  their 
purity  when  they  hear  the  confessions  of  girls 
or  married  women.  There  is  not  a  single  one 
of  the  Roman  Catholic  authors  who  have 
written  on  that  subject  for  the  priests,  who 
has  not  deplored  their  innumerable  and  de¬ 
grading  sins  against  purity  on  account  of  the 
auricular  confession ;  but  those  very  men  will 
be  the  first  to  try  to  prove  the  very  contrary 
when  they  write  books  for  the  people.  I 
have  no  words  to  say  what  was  my  surprise 
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when,  for  the  first  time,  I  saw  that  this  strange 
duplicity  seemed  to  be  one  of  the  fundamental 
stones  of  my  Church. 

It  was  not  very  long  after  my  ordination, 
when  a  priest  came  to  me  to  confess  the  most 
deplorable  things.  He  honestly  told  me  that 
there  was  not  a  single  one  of  the  girls  or 
married  women  whom  he  had  confessed  who 
had  not  been  a  secret  cause  of  the  most 
shameful  sins  in  thoughts,  desires,  or  actions  ; 
but  he  wept  so  bitterly  over  his  degradation,  his 
heart  seemed  so  sincerely  broken  on  account 
of  his  own  iniquities,  that  I  could  not  refrain 
from  mixing  my  tears  with  his.  I  wept  with 
him,  and  I  gave  him  the  pardon  of  all  his  sins, 
as  I  thought,  then,  I  had  the  power  and  right 
to  give  it. 

Two  hours  afterwards,  that  same  priest,  who 
was  a  good  speaker,  was  in  the  pulpit.  His 
sermon  was  on  “  The  Divinity  of  Auricular 
Confession ;  and,  to  prove  that  it  was  an 
institution  coming  directly  from  Christ,  he 
said  that  the  Son  of  God  was  making  a  con¬ 
stant  miracle  to  strengthen  His  priests,  and 
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prevent  them  from  falling  into  sins,  on 
account  of  what  they  might  have  heard  in 
the  confessional ! 

The  daily  abominations,  which  are  the  result 
of  auricular  confession,  are  so  horrible  and  so 
well  known  by  the  popes,  the  bishops,  and 
the  priests,  that  several  times,  public  attempts 
have  been  made  to  diminish  them  by  punish¬ 
ing  the  guilty  priests ;  but  all  these  have 
failed. 

One  of  the  most  remarkable  of  those  efforts 
was  made  by  Pius  IY.  about  the  year  1500. 
A  Bull  was  published  by  him,  by  which  all 
the  girls  and  the  married  women  who  had 
been  seduced  into  sins  by  their  confessors 
were  ordered  to  denounce  them;  and  a  cer¬ 
tain  number  of  high  church  officers  of  the 
Holy  Inquisition  were  authorized  to  take  the 
depositions  of  the  fallen  penitents.  The  thing 
was  at  first  tried  at  Seville,  one  of  the  prin¬ 
cipal  cities  of  Spain.  When  the  edict  was 
first  published,  the  number  of  women  who 
felt  bound  in  conscience  to  go  and  depose 
against  their  father  confessors  was  so  great 


80 


THE  PRIEST,  THE  WOMAN, 


that,  though  there  were  thirty  notaries  and 
as  many  inquisitors  to  take  the  depositions, 
they  were  unable  to  do  the  work  in  the 
appointed  time.  Thirty  days  more  were 
given,  but  the  inquisitors  were  so  overwhelmed 
with  the  numberless  depositions  that  another 
period  of  time  of  the  same  length  was  given. 
But  this,  again,  was  found  insufficient.  At 
the  end,  it  was  found  that  the  number  of 
priests  who  had  destroyed  the  purity  of  their 
penitents  was  so  great  that  it  was  impossible 
to  punish  them  all.  The  inquest  was  given 
up,  and  the  guilty  confessors  remained  un¬ 
punished.  Several  attempts  of  the  same 
nature  have  been  tried  by  other  popes,  but 
with  about  the  same  success. 

But  if  those  honest  attempts,  on  the  part 
of  some  well-meaning  popes,  to  punish  the 
confessors  who  destroy  the  purity  of  their 
penitents,  have  failed  to  touch  the  guilty  par¬ 
ties,  they  are,  in  the  good  providence  of  God, 
infallible  witnesses  to  tell  to  the  world  that 
auricular  confession  is  nothing  else  than  a 
snare  to  the  confessor  and  his  dupes.  Yes, 
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those  Bulls  of  the  popes  are  an  irrefra¬ 
gable  testimony  that  auricular  confession  is 
the  most  powerful  invention  of  the  devil 
to  corrupt  the  heart,  pollute  the  body,  and 
damn  the  soul  of  the  priest  and  his  female 
penitent ! 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

HOW  THE  YOW  OF  CELIBACY  OF  THE 
PRIESTS  IS  MADE  EASY  BY  AURICULAR 
CONFESSION. 


Are  not  facts  the  best  arguments  ?  Well, 
here  is  an  undeniable,  a  public  fact,  which  is 
connected  with  a  thousand  collateral  ones  to 
prove  that  auricular  confession  is  the  most 
powerful  engine  of  demoralization  which  the 
world  has  ever  seen. 

-♦About  the  year  1830  there  was  in  Quebec  a 
fine-looking  young  priest ;  he  had  a  magnifi¬ 
cent  voice,  and  was  a  pretty  good  speaker.* 
Through  pity  for  his  family,  which  is  still 
numerous  and  respectable,  I  will  not  give  his 

name,  I  will  call  him  Rev.  Mr.  D - .  Having 

been  invited  to  preach  in  a  parish  of  Canada, 
*  He  is  dead  long  ago. 
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about  100  miles  distant  from  Quebec,  called 
Vercheres,  he  was  also  requested  to  hear  the 
confessions  during  a  few  days  of  a  kind  of 
Novena  (nine  days  of  prayer),  which  was 
going  on  in  that  place.  Among  his  penitents 
was  a  beautiful  young  girl,  about  nineteen 
years  old.  She  wanted  to  make  a  general 
confession  of  all  her  sins  from  the  first  age  of 
reason,  and  the  confessor  granted  her  request. 
Twice  every  day  she  was  there,  at  the  feet  of 
her  handsome  young  spiritual  physician,  tell¬ 
ing  all  her  thoughts,  her  deeds,  her  desires. 
Sometimes  she  was  remarked  to  have  remained 
a  whole  hour  in  the  confessional-box,  in  accus¬ 
ing  herself  of  all  her  human  frailties.  What 
did  she  say  ?  God  only  knows ;  but  what  be¬ 
came  hereafter  known  by  the  entire  of  Canada 
is  that  the  confessor  fell  in  love  with  his 
fair  penitent,  and  that  she  burned  with  the 
same  irresistible  fires  for  her  confessor,  as  it 
so  often  happens. 

It  was  not  an  easy  matter  for  the  priest 
and  the  young  girl  to  meet  each  other  in  as 
complete  a  tete-a-tete  as  they  both  wished, 
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for  there  were  too  many  eyes  upon  them. 
But  the  confessor  was  a  man  of  resources. 
-The  last  day  of  the  Novenna  he  said  to  his 
beloved  penitent,  “  I  am  going  to  Montreal, 
but  three  days  after  I  will  take  the  steamer 
back  to  Quebec.  That  steamer  is  accustomed 
to  stop  here.  At  about  twelve  a.m.  be  on  the 
wharf,  dressed  as  a  young  man.  Let  no  one 
know  your  secret.  You  will  embark  in  the 
steamboat,  where  you  will  not  be  known,  if 
you  have  any  prudence.  You  will  come  to 
Quebec,  where  you  will  be  engaged  as  a  ser¬ 
vant-boy  by  the  curate,  of  whom  I  am  the 
vicar.  Nobody  will  know  your  sex  except  my¬ 
self,  and  we  will  there  be  happy  together.” 

The  fifth  day  after  this  there  was  a  great 
desolation  in  the  family  of  the  girl,  for  she  had 
suddenly  disappeared  and  her  robes  had  been 
found  on  the  shores  of  the  St.  Lawrence  river. 
There  was  not  the  least  doubt  in  the  minds 
of  all  relations  and  friends,  that  the  general 
confession  she  had  made  had  entirely  upset 
her  mind,  and,  in  an  excess  of  craziness,  she 
had  thrown  herself  into  the  deep  and  rapid 
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waters  of  the  St.  Lawrence.  Many  searches 
were  made  to  find  her  body,  but  all  in 
vain  ;  many  public  and  private  prayers  were 
offered  to  God  to  help  her  to  escape  from 
the  flames  of  Purgatory,  where  she  might 
be  condemned  to  suffer  for  many  years,  and 
much  money  was  given  to  the  priest  to  sing 
high  masses,  in  order  to  extinguish  the  fires 
of  that  burning  prison,  where  every  Roman 
Catholic  believes  he  must  go  to  be  purified  be¬ 
fore  entering  the  regions  of  eternal  happiness. 

I  will  not  give  the  name  of  the  girl,  though 
I  have  it,  through  compassion  for  her  family  ; 
I  will  call  her  Geneva. 

Well,  when  father  and  mother,  brothers, 
sisters,  and  friends  were  shedding  tears  on 
the  sad  end  of  Geneva,  she  was  in  the  rich 
parsonage  of  the  Curate  of  Quebec,  well  paid, 
well  fed  and  dressed;  happy  and  cheerful 
with  her  beloved  confessor.  She  was  exceed¬ 
ingly  neat  in  her  person,  always  obliging, 
ready  to  run  and  do  what  you  wanted  at  the 
very  twinkling  of  your  eye.  Her  new  name 
was  Joseph,  by  which  I  will  now  call  her. 
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Many  times  I  have  seen  the  smart  Joseph 
at  the  parsonage  of  Quebec,  and  admired 
his  politeness  and  good  manners ;  though  it 
seemed  to  me  sometimes  that  he  looked  too 
much  like  a  girl,  and  that  he  was  a  little  too 

much  at  ease  with  the  Rev.  Mr.  D - ,  and 

also  -with  the  Right  Rev.  M. - .  But  every 

time  the  idea  came  to  me  that  Joseph  was  a 
*  girl,  I  felt  indignant  with  myself.  The  high 
respect  I  had  for  the  Coadjutor  Bishop  made 
it  impossible  to  think  that  he  would  ever  allow 
a  beautiful  girl  to  sleep  in  the  adjoining  room 
to  his  own,  and  to  serve  him  day  and  night ; 
for  Joseph’s  sleeping-room  was  just  by  the 
one  of  the  Coadjutor,  who,  for  several  bodily 
infirmities,  which  were  not  a  secret  to  every 
one,  wanted  the  help  of  his  servant  several 
times  at  night,  as  well  as  during  the  day. 

Things  went  on  very  smoothly  with  Joseph 
during  two  or  three  years  in  the  Coadjutor 
Bishop’s  house  ;  but  at  the  end  it  seemed  to 
many  people  outside  that  Joseph  was  taking 
too  great  airs  of  familiarity  with  the  young 
vicars,  and  even  with  the  venerable  Coadjutor. 
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Several  of  the  citizens  of  Quebec,  who  were 
going  more  often  than  others  to  the  par¬ 
sonage,  were  surprised  and  shocked  at  the 
familiarity  of  that  servant-boy  with  his 
masters  ;  he  really  seemed  sometimes  to  bd 
on  equal  terms  with,  if  not  somewhat  above, 
them. 

An  intimate  friend  of  the  Bishop,  a  most 
devoted  Roman  Catholic,  who  was  my  near 
relative,  took  one  day  upon  himself  to  respect¬ 
fully  say  to  the  Right  Rev.  Bishop  that  it 
would  be  prudent  to  turn  out  that  impudent 
young  man  from  his  palace ;  that  he  was  the 
object  of  strong  and  deplorable  suspicions. 

The  position  of  the  Right  Rev.  Bishop 
and  his  vicars  was  not  a  very  agreeable  one. 
Their  barque  had  evidently  drifted  among 
dangerous  rocks.  To  keep  Joseph  among 
them  was  impossible,  after  the  friendly 
advice  which  had  come  from  such  a  high 
quarter,  and  to  dismiss  him  was  not  less 
dangerous  ;  he  knew  too  much  of  the  interior 
and  secret  lives  of  all  those  holy  (?)  celi¬ 
bates  to  deal  with  him  as  with  another  com- 
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mon  servant-man.  With  a  single  word  of  his 
lips  he  could  destroy  them ;  they  were  as  if  tied 
to  his  feet  by  ropes,  which  at  first  had  seemed 
made  with  sweet  cakes  and  ice  cream,  but 
had  suddenly  turned  into  burning  steel  chains. 
Several  days  of  anxiety  passed  away ;  many 
sleepless  nights  succeeded  the  too-happy  ones 
of  better  times.  But  what  to  do  ?  There 
were  breakers  ahead ;  breakers  on  the  right, 
on  the  left,  and  on  every  side.  But  when 
every  one,  particularly  the  venerable  (?) 
Coadjutor,  felt  as  criminals  who  expect  their 
sentence,  and  that  their  horizon  seemed  sur¬ 
rounded  absolutely  by  only  dark  and  stormy 
clouds,  on  a  sudden,  a  happy  opening  pre¬ 
sented  itself  to  the  anxious  sailors. 

The  curate  of  “Les  Eboulements,”  the 
Rev.  Mr.  ,  had  just  come  to  Quebec  on 
some  private  business,  and  had  taken  his 
quarters  in  the  hospitable  house  of  his  old 
friend,  the  Right  Rev. - ,  Bishop  Coad¬ 

jutor.  Both  had  been  on  very  intimate 
terms  for  many  years,  and,  in  many  in¬ 
stances,  they  had  been  of  great  service  to 
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each,  other.  The  Pontiff  of  the  Church  of 
Canada,  hoping  that  his  tried  friend  would 
perhaps  help  him  out  of  the  terrible  diffi¬ 
culty  of  the  moment,  frankly  told  him  all 
about  Joseph,  and  asked  him  what  he  ought 
do  under  such  difficult  circumstances. 

“  My  Lord,”  said  the  curate  of  the  Eboule- 
ments,  “  Joseph  is  just  the  servant  I  want. 
Pay  him  well,  that  he  may  remain  your  friend, 
and  that  his  lips  may  be  sealed,  and  allow  me 
to  take  him  with  me.  My  housekeeper  left 
me  a  few  weeks  ago ;  I  am  alone  in  my 
parsonage  with  my  old  servant-man.  Joseph 
is  just  the  person  I  want.” 

It  would  be  difficult  to  tell  the  joy  of  the 
poor  Bishop  and  his  vicars,  when  they  saw 
that  heavy  stone  they  had  on  their  neck  re¬ 
moved. 

Joseph,  once  installed  into  the  parsonage  of 
the  pious  (?)  parish  priest  of  the  Eboulements, 
soon  gained  the  favour  of  the  whole  people  by 
his  good  and  winning  manners,  and  every 
parishioner  complimented  his  curate  on  the 
smartness  of  his  new  servant.  But  the  priest, 
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of  course,  knew  a  little  more  of  that  smart¬ 
ness  than  the  rest  of  the  people.  Three  years 
passed  on  very  smoothly.  The  priest  and  his 
servant  seemed  to  be  on  the  most  perfect 
terms.  The  only  thing  which  marred  the 
happiness  of  that  lucky  couple  was  that,  now 
and  then,  some  of  the  farmers,  whose  eyes 
were  sharper  than  those  of  their  neighbours, 
seemed  to  think  that  the  intimacy  between  the 
two  was  going  a  little  too  far,  and  that 
Joseph  was  really  keeping  in  his  hands  the 
sceptre  of  the  little  priestly  kingdom.  N  othing 
could  be  done  without  his  advice ;  he  was 
meddling  in  all  the  small  and  big  affairs  of 
the  parish,  and  the  curate  seemed  sometimes 
to  be  rather  the  servant  than  the  master  in 
his  own  house  and  parish.  Those  who  had  at 
first  made  those  remarks  privately  began 
little  by  little  to  convey  their  views  to  the 
next  neighbour,  and  this  one  to  the  next.  In 
that  way,  at  the  end  of  the  third  year,  grave 
and  serious  suspicions  began  to  spread  from 
one  to  the  other  in  such  a  way  that  the  Mar- 
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guilliers  (a  kind  of  Elders)  thought  proper  to 
say  to  the  priest  that  it  would  be  better  for 
him  to  turn  Joseph  out  than  to  keep  him 
any  longer.  But  the  old  curate  had  passed 
so  many  happy  hours  with  his  faithful 
Joseph  that  it  was  as  hard  as  death  to  give 
him  up. 

He  knew  by  confession  that  a  girl  in 
the  vicinity  was  given  to  an  unmentionable 
abomination,  to  which  Joseph  was  also 
addicted.  He  went  to  her  and  proposed 
that  she  should  marry  Joseph,  and  that  he 
(the  priest)  would  help  them  to  live  comfort¬ 
ably.  Joseph,  in  order  to  continue  to  live 
near  his  good  master,  consented  also  to 
marry  that  girl.  Both  knew  very  well  what 
the  other  was.  The  banns  were  published 
during  three  Sabbaths,  after  which  the  old 

curate, - ,  blessed  the  marriage  of  Joseph 

with  the  girl  of  his  parishioner. 

They  lived  together  as  husband  and  wife 
in  such  harmony  that  nobody  could  sus¬ 
pect  the  horrible  depravity  which  was  con- 
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cealed  behind  that  union.  Joseph  continued 
with  his  wife  to  work  often  for  his  priest,  but 
after  some  time  that  priest  died,  and  another 
curate,  called  Tetro,  was  sent  in  his  place. 

This  new  curate,  knowing  absolutely  nothing 
of  that  mystery  of  iniquity,  employed  also 
Joseph  and  his  wife  several  times.  One 
day  when  Joseph  was  working  at  the  door 
of  the  parsonage,  in  the  presence  of  several 
people,  a  stranger  arrived,  and  inquired  of  him 
if  the  Rev.  Mr.  Tetro,  the  curate,  was  there. 

Joseph  answered,  “Yes,  sir.  But  as  you 
seem  to  be  a  stranger,  would  you  allow  me  to 
ask  you  whence  you  come?” 

“  It  is  very  easy,  sir,  to  satisfy  you.  I  come 
from  Vercheres,”  replied  the  stranger. 

At  the  word  “  Yercheres”  Joseph  turned 
so  pale  that  the  stranger  could  not  be  but 
struck  with  his  sudden  change  of  colour. 

Then,  fixing  his  eyes  on  Joseph,  he  cried 
out,  “Oh,  my  God !  what  do  I  see  here ? 
Geneva  !  Geneva !  I  recognize  you,  and  here 
you  are  in  the  disguise  of  a  man  !  ” 

“  Dear  uncle  (for  it  was  her  uncle),  for 
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God’s  sake,”  slie  cried,  “  do  not  say  a  word 
more  !  ” 

But  it  was  too  late.  The  people  who 
were  there  had  heard  the  uncle  and  niece. 
Their  long  secret  suspicions  were  well- 
founded — their  dead  priest  had  kept  a  girl 
under  the  disguise  Qf  a  man  in  his  house ! 
and,  to  blind  his  people  more  thoroughly,  he 
had  married  that  girl  to  another  one,  in 
order  to  have  them  both  in  his  house 
when  he  pleased,  without  awakening  any 
suspicion  ! 

The  news  went  almost  as  quick  as  light¬ 
ning  from  one  end  to  the  other  of  the  parish, 
and  spread  all  over  the  northern  country 
watered  by  the  St.  Lawrence  river. 

It  is  more  easy  to  imagine  than  to  express 
the  sentiments  of  surprise  and  horror  which 
filled  every  one.  The  justices  of  the  peace 
took  up  the  matter ;  J oseph  was  brought 
before  the  civil  tribunal,  which  decided  that  a 
physician  should  be  charged  to  make,  not  a 
post-mortem ,  but  ante-mortem  inquest.  The 
Honourable  L - ,  who  was  called  and  made 
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the  proper  inquiry,  declared  upon  oath  that 
Joseph  was  a  girl !  and  the  bonds  of  mar¬ 
riage  were  legally  dissolved. 

During  that  time  the  honest  Rev.  Mr. 
Tetro,  struck  with  horror,  had  sent  an  express 
to  the  Right  Reverend  Bishop  Coadjutor  of 
Quebec,  informing  him  that  the  young  man 
whom  he  had  kept  in  his  house  several  years, 
under  the  name  of  Joseph,  was  a  girl. 

Now  what  were  they  to  do  with  the  girl, 
after  all  was  discovered  ?  Her  presence  in 
Canada  would  for  ever  compromise  the  holy  (?) 
Church  of  Rome.  She  knew  too  well  how  the 
priests,  through  the  confessional,  select  their 
victims,  and  help  themselves,  in  their  com¬ 
pany,  in  keeping  their  solemn  vows  of  celi¬ 
bacy  !  What  would  have  become  of  the 
respect  paid  to  the  priest,  if  she  had  been 
taken  by  the  hand  and  invited  to  speak, 
bravely,  boldly,  before  the  people  of  Canada  ? 

The  holy  (?)  Bishop  and  his  vicars  under¬ 
stood  these  things  very  well. 

They  immediately  sent  a  trustworthy  man 
with  £500  to  say  to  the  girl  that,  if  she 
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remained  in  Canada,  she  could  be  prosecuted 
and  severely  punished;  that  it  was  her  in¬ 
terest  to  leave  the  country,  and  emigrate  to  the 
United  States.  They  offered  her  the  £500 
if  she  would  promise  to  go  and  never  return. 

She  accepted  the  offer,  crossed  the  lines,  and 
we  have  never  since  heard  anything  of  her. 

In  the  providence  of  God,  I  was  invited  to 
preach  in  that  parish  soon  after,  and  I  learned 
these  facts  accurately. 

The  Rev.  Mr.  Tetro,  under  whose  pastorate 
this  great  iniquity  was  detected,  began  from 
that  time  to  have  his  eyes  opened  to  the 
awful  depravity  of  the  priests  of  Rome 
through  the  confessional.  He  wept  and 
cried  over  his  own  degradation  in  the  midst 
of  that  modern  Sodom.  Our  merciful  God 
looked  down  with  compassion  upon  him,  and 
sent  him  His  saving  grace.  Not  long  after, 
he  sent  his  renunciation  to  the  errors  and 
abominations  of  Romanism. 

To-day  he  is  working  in  the  vineyard  of 
the  Lord  with  the  Methodists  in  the  city  of 
Montreal. 
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Let  those  who  have  ears  to  hear,  and  eyes 
to  see,  understand  by  this  fact  that  Pagan 
nations  have  not  known  any  institution  so 
depraving  as  Auricular  Confession  ! 
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CHAPTER  Y. 

THE  HIGHLY  EDUCATED  AND  REFINED 
WOMAN  IN  THE  CONFESSIONAL.— 
WHAT  BECOMES  OF  HER  AFTER  HER 
UNCONDITIONAL  SURRENDER.  —  HER 
IRREPARABLE  RUIN. 


The  most  skilful  warrior  has  never  liad 
to  display  so  muck  skill  and  so  many  ruses 
de  guerre;  ke  kas  never  kad  to  use  more 
tremendous  efforts  to  reduce  and  storm  an 
impregnable  citadel,  as  tke  confessor  wko 
wants  to  reduce  and  storm  tke  citadel  of  self- 
respect  and  konesty  wkick  God  Himself  kas 
built  around  tke  soul  and  tke  keart  of  every 
daugkter  of  Eve. 

But,  as  it  is  tkrougk  woman  tkat  tke  Pope 
wants  to  conquer  tke  world,  it  is  supremely 
important  tkat  ke  skould  enslave  and  degrade 
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lier  by  keeping  her  at  his  feet  as  his  footstool, 
that  she  may  become  a  passive  instrument  in 
the  accomplishment  of  his  vast  and  profound 
scheme. 

In  order  perfectly  to  master  woman  in  the 
higher  circles  of  society,  every  confessor  is 
ordered  by  the  Pope  to  learn  the  most  compli¬ 
cated  and  perfect  strategy.  He  has  to  study  a 
great  number  of  treatises  on  the  art  of  per¬ 
suading  the  fair  sex  to  confess  to  him  plainly, 
clearly,  and  in  detail,  every  thought,  every 
secret  desire,  word,  and  deed,  just  as  they 
occurred. 

And  that  art  is  considered  so  important 
and  so  difficult  that  all  the  theologians  of 
Rome  call  it  “  the  art  of  arts.” 

Dens,  St.  Liguori,  Chevassu,  the  author  of 
the  “  Mirror  of  the  Clergy,”  Debreyne,  and  a 
multitude  of  authors  too  numerous  to  men¬ 
tion,  have  given  the  curious  and  scientific 
rules  of  that  secret  art. 

They  all  agree  in  declaring  that  it  is  a 
most  difficult  and  dangerous  art;  they  all 
confess  that  the  least  error  of  judgment,  the 
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least  imprudence  or  temerity,  when  storm¬ 
ing  the  impregnable  citadel,  is  sure  death 
(spiritual,  of  course)  to  the  confessor  and  the 
penitent. 

The  confessor  is  taught  to  make  the  first 
steps  towards  the  citadel  with  the  utmost 
caution,  in  order  that  his  female  penitent  may 
not  suspect  at  first  what  he  wants  her  to 
reveal ;  for  this  would  generally  induce  her 
to  shut  for  ever  the  door  of  the  fortress 
against  him.  After  the  first  steps  of  advance 
he  is  advised  to  make  several  steps  back,  and 
to  put  himself  in  a  kind  of  spiritual  ambus¬ 
cade,  to  see  the  effect  of  his  first  advance. 
If  there  is  any  prospect  of  success,  then  the 
word  “  March  on  !  ”  is  given,  and  a  more  ad¬ 
vanced  post  of  the  citadel  must  be  tried 
and  stormed  if  possible.  In  that  way,  little 
by  little,  the  whole  place  is  so  well  surrounded, 
so  well  crippled,  denuded,  and  dismantled, 
that  any  more  resistance  seems  impossible  on 
the  part  of  the  rebellious  soul. 

Then  the  last  charge  is  ordered,  the  final 
assault  is  given  ;  and  if  God  does  not  per¬ 
il  2 
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form  a  real  miracle  to  save  that  soul,  the 
last  walls  crumble,  the  doors  are  beaten 
down  !  Then  the  confessor  makes  a  trium¬ 
phant  entry  into  the  place ;  the  very  heart, 
soul,  conscience,  and  intelligence,  are  con¬ 
quered. 

When  once  master  of  the  place,  the  priest 
visits  all  its  most  secret  recesses  and  corners ; 
he  pries  into  its  most  sacred  chambers.  The 
conquered  place  is  entirely,  absolutely  in  his 
hands ;  he  does  what  he  pleases  within  its 
precincts  ;  he  is  the  supreme  master,  for  the 
surrender  has  been  unconditional.  The  con¬ 
fessor  has  become  the  only  infallible  ruler  in 
the  conquered  place — nay,  he  has  become 
its  only  God — for  it  is  in  the  name  of  God 
that  he  has  besieged,  stormed,  and  conquered 
it ;  it  is  in  the  name  of  God  that,  hereafter, 
he  will  speak  and  be  obeyed. 

dSTo  human  words  can  adequately  give  an 
idea  of  the  irreparable  ruin  which  follows  the 
successful  storming  and  unconditional  surren¬ 
der  of  the  once  so  noble  fortress.  The  longer 
the  resistance  has  been,  the  more  terrible  and 
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complete  is  the  destruction  of  its  beauty  and 
strength ;  the  nobler  the  struggle  has  been 
the  more  irretrievable  are  the  ruin  and  loss. 
Just  as  the  higher  and  stronger  the  dam  is 
built  to  stem  the  current  of  the  rapid  and 
deep  waters  of  the  river,  the  more  awful 
the  disasters  which  follow  the  breaking*  of 

o 

the  dam,  so  it  is  with  that  noble  soul.  A 
mighty  dam  has  been  built  by  the  very  hand 
of  God,  called  self-respect  and  womanly 
modesty,  to  guard  her  against  the  pollutions 
of  this  sinful  world ;  but  the  day  that  the 
priest  of  Home  succeeds,  after  long  efforts, 
in  breaking  the  dam,  the  soul  is  carried  by  an 
irresistible  power  into  unfathomable  abysses 
of  iniquity.  Then  it  is  that  the  once  most 
respectable  lady  will  consent  to  hear,  with¬ 
out  a  blush,  things  against  which  the  most 
degraded  woman  would  indignantly  shut  her 
ears.  Then  it  is  that  she  freely  speaks  on 
matters  for  repeating  which  a  printer  has 
lately  been  sent  to  jail. 

At  first,  in  spite  of  herself,  but  soon  with 
a  real  sensual  pleasure,  that  fallen  angel  will 
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think,  when  alone,  on  what  she  has  heard 
and  what  she  has  said  in  the  confessional- 
box.  In  spite  of  herself  the  vilest  thoughts 
will  at  first  irresistibly  fill  her  mind ;  and 
soon  the  thoughts  will  engender  temptations 
and  sins.  But  those  vile  temptations  and 
sins,  which  would  have  filled  her  with  horror 
and  regret  before  her  entire  surrender  into 
the  hands  of  the  foe,  beget  very  different  sen¬ 
timents  now  that  she  is  no  more  her  own 
self-possessor  and  guide  under  the  eyes  of 
God.  The  conviction  of  her  sins  is  no  more 
connected  with  the  thought  of  a  God,  infi¬ 
nitely  holy  and  just,  whom  she  must  serve  and 
fear.  The  conviction  of  her  sins  is  now 
immediately  connected  with  the  thought  of 
the  man  with  whom  she  will  have  to  speak, 
and  who  will  easily  make  everything  right 
and  pure  in  her  soul  by  his  absolution. 

When  the  day  of  going  to  confess  comes, 
instead  of  being  sad  and  uneasy  and  bash¬ 
ful,  as  she  used  to  be  formerly,  she  feels 
pleased  and  delighted  to  have  a  new  oppor¬ 
tunity  of  conversing  on  those  matters,  without 
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impropriety  and  sin  to  herself ;  for  she  is  now 
fully  persuaded  that  there  is  no  impropriety, 
no  shame,  no  sin ;  nay,  she  believes,  or  tries 
to  believe,  that  it  is  a  good,  honest,  Christian, 
and  godly  thing  to  converse  with  her  priest 
on  those  matters. 

Her  most  happy  hours  are  when  she  is  at 
the  feet  of  that  spiritual  physician  showing 
him  all  the  newly-made  wounds  of  her  soul ; 
explaining  all  her  constant  temptations,  her 
bad  thoughts,  her  most  intimate  secret  desires 
and  sins. 

Then  it  is  that  the  most  sacred  mysteries 
of  the  married  life  are  revealed;  then  it  is 
that  the  mysterious  and  precious  pearls 
which  God  has  given  as  a  crown  of  mercy 
to  those  whom  He  has  made  one  body,  one 
heart,  one  soul,  by  the  blessed  ties  of  a 
Christian  union,  are  lavishly  thrown  before 
swine. 

Whole  hours  are  thus  passed  by  the  fair 
penitent  in  speaking  to  her  Father  Confessor 
with  the  utmost  freedom  on  matters  which 
would  rank  her  among  the  most  profligate 
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and  lost  women,  if  it  were  only  suspected  by 
her  friends  and  relatives.  A  simple  word  of 
those  intimate  conversations  would  be  followed 
by  an  act  of  divorce  on  the  part  of  the  hus¬ 
band,  if  it  were  known  by  him. 

But  the  betrayed  husband  knows  nothing 
of  the  dark  mysteries  of  auricular  confession ; 
the  duped  father  suspects  nothing ;  a  cloud 
from  hell  has  obscured  the  intelligence  of 
both,  and  made  them  blind.  It  is  just  the 
contrary :  husbands  and  fathers,  friends 
and  relations,  feel  edified  and  pleased  with 
the  touching  spectacle  of  the  piety  of  Madam 

and  Miss  - In  the  village,  as  well  as 

in  the  city,  every  one  has  a  word  to  speak 

in  their  praise.  Mrs. - is  so  often  seen 

humbly  prostrated  at  the  feet,  or  by  the  side, 

of  her  confessor  !  Miss - remains  so 

long  in  the  confesional-box !  they  receive 
the  holy  communion  so  frequently ;  they 
both  speak  so  eloquently  and  so  often  of  the 
admirable  piety,  modesty,  holiness,  patience, 
charity,  of  their  incomparable  spiritual 
Father ! 
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Every  one  congratulates  them  on  their  new 
and  exemplary  life ;  and  they  accept  the  com¬ 
pliment  with  the  utmost  humility,  attributing 
their  rapid  progress  in  Christian  virtues  to 
the  holiness  of  their  confessor.  He  is  such 
a  spiritual  man !  who  could  not  make  rapid 
strides  under  such  a  holy  guide  P 

The  more  constant  the  temptations  are,  the 
more  the  secret  sins  overwhelm  the  soul, 
and  the  more  airs  of  peace  and  holiness  are 
put  on.  The  more  foul  the  secret  emanations 
of  the  heart,  the  more  the  fair  and  refined 
penitent  surrounds  herself  by  an  atmosphere 
of  the  sweetest  perfumes  of  a  sham  piety. 
The  more  polluted  the  inside  of  the  sepulchre 
is,  the  more  shining  and  white  the  outside 
will  be  kept. 

Then  it  is  that,  unless  God  performs  a 
miracle  to  prevent  it,  the  ruin  of  that  soul  is 
sealed.  She  has  drunk  in  the  poisonous  cup 
filled  by  “  the  mother  of  harlots,”  and  she  has 
found  the  wine  of  her  prostitution  sweet.  She 
will  henceforth  delight  in  her  spiritual  and 
secret  orgies. 
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Her  holy  (?)  confessor  has  told  her  that 
there  is  no  impropriety,  no  shame,  no  sin,  in 
that  cup.  The  Pope  has  sacrilegiously  written 
the  word  “  Life  ”  on  that  cup  of  “  Death. 
She  has  believed  the  Pope  :  the  terrible  mys¬ 
tery  of  iniquity  is  accomplished  ! 

“  The  mystery  of  iniquity  doth  already 
work  ....  whose  coming  is  after  the  working 
of  Satan  with  all  power  and  signs  and  lying 
wonders,  and  with  all  deceivableness  of 
unrighteousness  in  them  that  perish,  because 
they  received  not  the  love  of  the  truth, 
that  they  might  be  saved.  And  for  this 
cause  God  shall  send  them  strong  delu¬ 
sion^  that  they  should  believe  a  lie :  that 
they  all  might  be  damned  wTho  believed  not 
the  truth,  but  had  pleasure  in  unrighteous¬ 
ness”  (2  Thess.  ii.  7 — 12). 

Yes  :  the  day  that  the  rich,  well-educated 
lady  gives  up  her  self-respect,  and  uncon¬ 
ditionally  surrenders  the  citadel  of  womanly 
modesty  into  the  hands  of  a  man,  whatever 
be  his  name  or  titles,  that  he  may  freely  put 
to  her  questions  of -the  vilest  character  wdiich 
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she  must  answer,  she  is  lost  and  degraded, 
just  as  if  she  were  the  humblest  and  poorest 
servant-girl. 

I  purposely  say  “  the  rich  and  well-educated 
woman,”  for  I  know  that  there  is  a  prevalent 
opinion  that  the  social  position  of  her  class 
places  her  above  the  corrupting  influences  of 
the  confessional,  as  if  she  were  out  of  reach 
of  the  common  miseries  of  our  poor  fallen 
and  sinful  nature. 

So  long  as  the  well-educated  lady  makes 
use  of  her  accomplishments  to  defend  the 
citadel  of  her  womanly  self-respect  against 
the  foe — so  long  as  she  sternly  keeps  the 
door  of  her  heart  shut  against  her  deadly 
enemy — she  is  safe.  But  let  no  one  forget 
this :  she  is  safe  only  so  long  as  she  does  not 
surrender.  When  the  enemy  is  once  master 
of  the  place,  I  emphatically  repeat,  the  ruinous 
consequences  are  as  great,  if  not  greater,  and 
more  irreparable  than  in  the  lowest  classes  ol 
society.  Throw  a  piece  of  precious  gold  into 
the  mud,  and  tell  me  if  it  will  not  plunge 
deeper  than  the  piece  of  rotten  wood. 
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What  woman  could  be  nobler,  purer,  and 
stronger  than  Eve  when  she  came  from  the 
hands  of  her  Divine  Creator?  But  how 
quickly  she  fell  when  she  gave  ear  to  the 
seducing  voice  of  the  tempter  !  How  irre¬ 
parable  was  her  ruin  when  she  complacently 
looked  on  the  forbidden  fruit,  and  believed  the 
lying  voice  which  told  her  there  was  “  no 
sin”  in  eating  of  it ! 

I  solemnly,  in  the  presence  of  the  great 
God  who  ere  long  will  judge  me,  give  my 
testimony  on  this  grave  subject.  After 
twenty-five  years’  experience  in  the  confes¬ 
sional,  I  declare  that  the  confessor  himself 
encounters  more  terrible  dangers  when 
hearing  the  confessions  of  refined  and  highly- 
educated  ladies,  than  when  listening  to  those 
of  the  humbler  classes  of  his  female  penitents. 

I  solemnly  testify  that  the  well-educated 
lady,  when  she  has  once  surrendered  herself 
to  the  power  of  her  confessor,  becomes,  as  a 
general  rule,  at  least  as  vulnerable  to  the 
arrows  of  the  enemy  as  the  poorer  and  less 
educated.  Hay,  I  must  say  that,  once  on  the 
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down-hill  road  of  perdition,  the  high-bred  lady 
runs  headlong  into  the  pit  with  a  more  deplo¬ 
rable  rapidity  than  her  humbler  sister. 

All  Canada  is  witness  that  a  few  years  ago 
it  was  among  the  highest  ranks  of  society 
that  the  Grand  Yicar  Superior  of  the  richest 
and  most  influential  colleges  of  Montreal,  in 
Canada,  was  choosing  his  victims,  when  the 
public  cry  of  indignation  and  shame  forced 
the  Bishop  to  send  him  back  to  Europe,  where 
he  soon  after  died.  Was  it  not  also  among 
the  higher  classes  of  society  that  a  Superior 
of  the  Seminary  of  Quebec  was  destroying 
souls,  when  he  w^as  detected,  and  forced, 
during  a  dark  night,  to  fly  and  conceal  him¬ 
self  behind  the  walls  of  the  Trapiol  Monastery 
of  Iowa  ? 

Many  would  be  the  folio  volumes  which  I 
should  have  to  write,  were  I  to  publish  all 
that  my  twenty-five  years’  experience  in  the 
confessional  has  taught  me  of  the  unspeakable 
secret  corruption  of  the  greatest  part  of  the 
so-called  respectable  ladies  who  have  uncon¬ 
ditionally  surrendered  themselves  into  the 
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hands  of  their  holy  (?)  confessors.  But  the 
following  fact  will  suffice  for  those  who  have 
eyes  to  see,  ears  to  hear,  and  an  intelligence 
to  understand. 

In  one  of  the  most  beautiful  and  thriving 
towns  along  the  St.  Lawrence  Biver  lived  a 
rich  merchant.  He  was  young,  and  his  mar¬ 
riage  with  a  most  lovely,  rich,  and  accom¬ 
plished  young  lady  had  made  him  one  of  the 
happiest  men  in  the  land. 

A  few  years  after  his  marriage  the  Bishop 
appointed  to  that  town  a  young  priest,  really 
remarkable  for  his  eloquence,  zeal,  and  amiable 
qualities,  and  the  merchant  and  the  priest 
soon  became  connected  by  links  of  the  most 
sincere  friendship. 

The  young,  accomplished  wife  of  the  mer¬ 
chant  soon  became  the  model  woman  of  the 
place,  under  the  direction  of  her  new  con¬ 
fessor. 

Many  and  long  were  the  hours  she  used  to 
pass  by  the  side  of  her  spiritual  Father,  to 
be  purified  and  enlightened  by  his  godly 
advices.  She  soon  was  seen  at  the  head  of 
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the  few  who  had  the  privilege  of  receiving 
the  holy  communion  once  a  week.  The  hus¬ 
band,  who  was  a  good  Roman  Catholic  him- 
.  self,  blessed  God  and  the  Virgin  Mary  that 
he  had  the  privilege  of  living  with  such  an 
angel  of  piety. 

Nobody  had  the  least  suspicion  of  what 
was  going  on  under  that  holy  and  white 
mantle  of  the  most  exalted  piety.  Nobody, 
except  God  and  His  angels,  could  hear  the 
questions  put  by  the  priest  to  his  fair  peni¬ 
tent,  and  the  answers  made  during  the  long 
hours  of  their  tete-a-tete,  in  the  confessional- 
box.  Nobody  but  God  could  see  the  hellish 
fires  which  were  devouring  the  hearts  of 
the  confessor  and  his  victim  !  For  nearly  one 
year  both  the  young  priest  and  his  spiritual 
patient  enjoyed,  in  those  intimate  and  private 
secret  conversations,  all  the  pleasures  which 
lovers  feel,  when  they  can  speak  freely  to 
each  other  of  their  secret  thoughts  and 
love. 

But  this  was  not  enough  for  them.  They 
both  wanted  something  more  real,  though 
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the  difficulties  were  great  and  seemed  even 
insurmountable.  The  priest  had  his  mother 
and  sister  with  him,  whose  eyes  were  too 
sharp  to  allow  him  to  invite  the  lady 
to  his  own  house  for  any  criminal  object, 
and  the  young  husband  had  no  business 
at  a  distance  which  could  keep  him  long 
enough  out  of  his  happy  home  to  allow  the 
Pope’s  confessor  to  accomplish  his  diabolical 
designs. 

But  when  a  poor  fallen  daughter  of  Eve 
has  a  mind  to  do  a  thing,  she  very  soon  finds 
the  means,  particularly  if  high  education  has 
added  to  her  natural  shrewdness. 

And  in  this  case,  as  in  many  others  of  a 
similar  nature  which  have  been  revealed  to 
me,  she  soon  found  how  to  attain  her  object 
without  compromising  herself  or  her  holy  (?) 
confessor.  A  plan  was  soon  found,  and  cor¬ 
dially  agreed  to,  and  both  patiently  awaited 
their  opportunity. 

“  Why  have  yon  not  gone  to  mass  to-day 
and  received  the  holy  communion,  my  dear  ?” 
said  the  husband;  “  I  had  ordered  the  servant- 
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man  to  put  the  horse  in  the  buggy  for  you 
as  usual.” 

“  I  am  not  well,  my  beloved ;  I  have  passed 
a  sleepless  night  from  liead-ache.” 

“  I  will  send  for  the  physician,”  replied  the 
husband. 

“  Yes,  my  dear ;  do  send  for  the  physician 
— perhaps  he  will  do  me  good.” 

One  hour  after  the  physician  called.  He 
found  his  fair  patient  a  little  feverish,  pro¬ 
nounced  that  there  was  nothing  serious,  and 
that  she  would  soon  be  well.  He  gave  her  a 
little  powder,  to  be  taken  three  times  a  day, 
and  left ;  but  at  nine  p.m.  she  complained  of 
a  great  pain  in  the  chest,  and  soon  fainted 
and  fell  on  the  floor. 

The  doctor  was  again  immediately  sent  for, 
but  he  was  from  home  :  it  took  nearly  half 
an  hour  before  he  could  come.  When  he 
arrived  the  alarming  crisis  was  over — she 
was  sitting  in  an  arm-chair,  with  some  neigh¬ 
bouring  women,  who  were  applying  cold 
water  and  vinegar  to  her  forehead. 

The  physician  was  really  at  a  loss  what  to 
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say  of  the  cause  of  such  a  sudden  illness. 
At  last  he  said  that  it  might  be  an  attack 
of  the  “ver  solitaire”  (tape-worm).  He  de¬ 
clared  that  it  was  not  dangerous  ;  that  he 
knew  how  to  cure  her.  He  ordered  some 
new  powder  to  be  taken,  and  left,  after 
having  promised  to  return  the  next  day. 
Half  an  hour  after  she  began  to  complain  of 
a  most  terrible  pain  in  her  chest,  and  fainted 
again;  but  before  doing  so  she  said  to  her 
husband, — 

“  My  dear,  you  see  that  the  physician 
understands  absolutely  nothing  of  the  nature 
of  my  disease.  I  have  not  the  least  confi¬ 
dence  in  him,  for  I  feel  that  his  powders 
make  me  worse.  I  do  not  want  to  see  him 
any  more.  I  suffer  more  than  you  suspect, 
my  beloved;  and  if  there  is  not  soon  a 
change  I  may  be  dead  to-morrow.  The  only 
physician  I  want  is  our  holy  confessor ; 
please  make  haste  to  go  and  get  him.  I 
want  to  make  a  general  confession,  and 
to  receive  the  holy  viaticum  (communion) 
and  extreme  unction  before  I  grow  worse. 
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Beside  himself  with  anxiety,  the  distracted 
husband  ordered  the  horse  to  be  put  in  the 
buggy,  and  made  his  servant  accompany  him 
on  horseback,  to  ring  the  bell,  while  his 
pastor  carried  “  the  good  god”  (. Le  Bon  Dieu) 
to  his  dear  sick  wife. 

He  found  the  priest  piously  reading  his 
breviarium  (his  book  of  daily  prayers) ;  and 
admired  the  charity  and  promptitude  with 
which  his  good  pastor,  in  that  dark  and 
chilly  night,  was  ready  to  leave  his  warm  and 
comfortable  parsonage  at  the  first  appeal  of 
the  sick.  In  less  than  an  hour  the  husband 
had  taken  the  priest  with  “  the  good  god” 
from  the  church  to  the  bedroom  of  his  wife. 

All  along  the  way  the  servant-man  had 
rung  a  big  hand-bell  to  awaken  the  sleeping 
farmers,  who,  at  the  noise,  had  to  jump,  half 
naked,  out  of  their  beds  and  worship,  on  their 
knees,  with  their  faces  prostrate  in  the  dust, 
“the  good  god”  which  was  being  carried  to 
the  sick. 

On  his  arrival  the  confessor,  with  every 
appearance  of  sincere  piety,  deposited  “  the 
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good  god”  ( Le  Bon  Dieu )  on  a  table,  richly 
prepared  for  such  a  solemn  occasion,  and, 
approaching  the  bed,  leaned  his  head  towards 
his  penitent,  and  inquired  how  she  felt. 

She  answered  him,  “I  am  very  sick,  and 
want  to  make  a  general  confession  before  I  die.” 

Speaking  to  her  husband,  she  said  with  a 
fainting  voice,  “  Please,  my  dear,  tell  my 
friends  to  withdraw  from  the  room,  that  I 
may  not  be  distracted  when  making  what 
may  be  my  last  confession.” 

The  husband  respectfully  requested  the 
friends  to  leave  the  room  with  him,  and  shut 
the  door,  that  the  holy  confessor  might  be 
alone  with  his  penitent  during  her  general 
confession. 

One  of  the  most  diabolical  schemes  under 
the  cover  of  auricular  confession  had  per¬ 
fectly  succeeded.  The  mother  of  harlots, 
that  great  enchantress  of  souls,  whose  seat  is 
on  the  city  of  the  “  seven  hills,”  had,  there, 
her  priest  to  bring  shame,  disgrace,  and 
damnation,  under  the  mask  of  Christianity. 

The  destroyer  of  souls,  whose  masterpiece 
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is  auricular  confession,  had  there,  for  the 
millionth  time,  a  fresh  opportunity  of  insult¬ 
ing  the  God  of  purity,  through  one  of  the 
most  criminal  actions  which  the  dark  shades 
of  night  can  conceal. 

But  let  us  draw  the  veil  over  the  abomina¬ 
tions  of  that  hour  of  iniquity,  and  let  us  leave 
to  hell  its  dark  secrets. 

After  he  had  accomplished  the  ruin  of  his 
victim,  and  most  cruelly  and  sacrilegiously 
abused  the  confidence  of  his  friend,  the  young 
priest  opened  the  door  of  the  room  and  said, 
with  a  sanctimonious  air,  “You  may  enter  to 
pray  with  me,  while  I  give  the  last  sacrament 
to  our  dear  sick  sister.” 

They  came  in ;  “  the  good  god  ”  (Be  Bon 
Dieu)  was  given  to  the  woman ;  and  the 
husband,  full  of  gratitude  for  the  considerate 
attention  of  his  priest,  took  him  back  to  his 
parsonage,  and  thanked  him  most  sincerely 
for  having  so  kindly  come  to  visit  his  wife  in 
so  chilly  a  night. 

Ten  years  later  I  was  called  to  preach  a 
retreat  (a  kind  of  revival)  in  that  same  parish. 
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That  lady,  then  an  absolute  stranger  to  me, 
came  to  my  confessional-box  and  confessed  to 
me  those  details  as  I  now  give  them.  She 
seemed  to  be  really  penitent,  and  I  gave  her 
absolution  and  the  entire  pardon  of  her  sins, 
as  my  Church  told  me  to  do.  On  the  last 
day  of  the  revival,  the  merchant  invited  me  to 
a  grand  dinner.  Then  it  was  that  I  came  to 
know  who  my  penitent  had  been.  I  must  not 
forget  to  mention  that  she  had  confessed  to 
me  that,  of  her  four  children,  the  last  three 
belonged  to  her  confessor  !  He  had  lost  his 
mother,  and,  his  sister  having  married,  his 
parsonage  had  become  more  accessible  to  his 
fair  penitents,  many  of  whom  had  availed 
themselves  of  that  opportunity  to  practise  the 
lessons  they  had  learned  in  the  confessional. 
The  priest  had  been  removed  to  a  higher 
position,  where  he,  more  than  ever,  enjoyed 
the  confidence  of  his  superiors,  the  respect 
of  the  people,  and  the  love  of  his  female 
penitents. 

I  never  felt  so  embarrassed  in  my  life  as 
when  at  the  table  of  that  so  cruelly-vic- 
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timised  man.  We  had  hardly  begun  to 
take  our  dinner  when  he  asked  me  if  I 
had  known  their  last  pastor,  the  amiable 
Rev.  Mr. - . 

I  answered,  “Yes,  sir,  I  know  him.” 

“  Is  he  not  a  most  accomplished  priest  ?” 

“  Yes,  sir,  he  is  a  most  accomplished  man,” 
I  answered. 

“  Why  is  it,”  rejoined  the  good  merchant, 
“  that  the  Bishop  has  taken  him  away  from 
us  ?  He  was  doing  so  well  here  !  He  had  so 
deservedly  earned  the  confidence  of  all  by  his 
piety  and  gentlemanly  manners  that  we  made 
every  effort  to  keep  him  with  us.  I  drew 
up  a  petition  myself,  which  all.  the  people 
signed,  to  induce  the  Bishop  to  let  him  remain 
in  our  midst;  but  in  vain.  His  lordship 
answered  us  that  he  wanted  him  for  a  more 
important  place  on  account  of  his  rare  ability, 
and  we  had  to  submit.  His  zeal  and  devoted¬ 
ness  knew  no  bounds.  In  the  darkest  and 
most  stormy  nights  he  was  always  ready  to 
come  to  the  first  call  of  the  sick.  I  shall  never 
forget  how  quickly  and  cheerfully  he  re- 
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sponded  to  my  appeal  when,  a  few  years  ago, 
I  went,  in  the  midst  of  one  of  our  most  chilly 
nights,  to  request  him  to  visit  my  wife,  who 
was  very  sick.” 

At  this  stage  of  the  conversation  I  must 
confess  that  I  nearly  laughed  outright.  The 
gratitude  of  that  poor  dupe  of  the  confessional 
to  the  priest  who  had  come  to  bring  shame 
and  destruction  to  his  house,  and  the  idea  of 
that  very  man  going  himself  to  convey  to  his 
home  the  corrupter  of  his  own  wife,  seemed 
to  me  so  ludicrous  that,  for  a  moment,  I  had 
to  make  a  superhuman  effort  to  control  my¬ 
self. 

But  I  was  soon  brought  to  my  better 
senses  by  the  shame  which  I  felt  at  the  idea 
of  the  unspeakable  degradation  and  secret 
infamy  of  the  clergy  of  which  I  was  a  mem¬ 
ber.  At  that  instant  hundreds  of  cases  of 
similar,  if  not  greater,  depravity,  which  had 
been  revealed  to  me  through  the  confessional, 
came  to  my  mind  and  distressed  and  dis¬ 
gusted  me  so  much  that  my  tongue  was 
almost  paralyzed. 
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After  dinner  tlie  merchant  asked  his  lady 
to  call  the  children  that  I  might  see  them, 
and  I  could  not  but  admire  their  beauty ;  but 
I  do  not  need  to  say  that  the  pleasure  of 
seeing  those  dear  and  lovely  little  ones  was 
much  marred  by  the  secret  though  sure 
knowledge  I  had  that  the  three  youngest 
were  the  fruits  of  the  unspeakable  depravity 
of  auricular  confession  in  the  higher  ranks  of 
society. 
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CHAPTER  VL 

AURICULAR  CONFESSION  DESTROYS  ALL 
THE  SACRED  TIES  OF  MARRIAGE  AND 
HUMAN  SOCIETY. 


Would  the  banker  allow  his  priest  to  open, 
when  alone,  the  safe  of  his  bank,  manipulate 
and  examine  his  papers,  and  pry  into  the 
most  secret  details  of  his  banking  business  ? 

No  !  surely  not. 

How  is  it,  then,  that  the  same  banker 
allows  that  priest  to  open  the  heart  of  his 
wife,  manipulate  her  soul,  and  pry  into  the 
sacred  chambers  of  her  most  intimate  and 
secret  thoughts  ? 

Are  not  the  heart,  the  soul,  the  purity,  and 
the  self-respect  of  his  wife  as  great  and  pre¬ 
cious  treasures  as  the  safe  of  his  bank  ?  Are 
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not  the  risks  and  dangers  of  temptations, 
imprudencies,  indiscretions,  much  greater 
and  more  irreparable  in  the  second  than  in 
the  first  case  ? 

Would  the  jeweller,  or  goldsmith,  allow  his 
priest  to  come  when  he  pleases,  and  handle 
the  rich  articles  of  his  stores,  ransack  the  desk 
where  his  money  is  deposited,  and  play  with 
it  as  he  pleases  ? 

No  !  surely  not. 

But  are  not  the  heart,  the  soul,  and  the 
purity  of  his  dear  wife  and  daughter  a 
thousandfold  more  valuable  than  his  precious 
stones,  or  silver  and  gold  wares  ?  Are  not 
the  dangers  of  temptations  and  indiscretions, 
on  the  part  of  the  priest,  more  formidable 
and  irresistible  in  the  second  than  in  the  first 
of  these  cases  ? 

Would  the  livery-man  allow  his  priest  to 
take  his  most  valuable  and  unmanageable 
horses  as  he  wishes,  and  drive  alone,  without 
any  other  consideration  and  security  than  the 
discretion  of  his  pastor  ? 

No  !  surely  not. 
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That  livery-man  knows  that  lie  would  soon 
be  ruined  if  he  should  do  so.  Whatever 
may  be  his  confidence  in  the  discretion, 
honesty,  and  prudence  of  his  priest,  he  will 
never  push  his  confidence  so  far  as  to  give 
him  the  unreserved  control  of  the  noble  and 
fiery  animals  which  are  the  glory  of  his 
stables  and  the  support  of  his  family. 

How,  then,  can  the  same  man  trust  the 
entire,  absolute  management  of  his  wife  and 
dear  daughters  to  the  control  of  that  one  to 
whom  he  would  not  entrust  his  horses  ? 

Are  not  his  wife  and  daughters  as  precious 
to  him  as  those  horses  ?  Is  there  not  greater 
danger  of  indiscretions,  mismanagement, 
irreparable  and  fatal  errors  on  the  part  of 
the  priest,  dealing  alone  with  the  wife  and 
daughters,  than  when  driving  the  horses  ? 
No  human  act  of  folly,  moral  depravity,  and 
want  of  common  sense,  can  equal  the  permis¬ 
sion  given  by  a  man  to  his  wife  to  go  and 
confess  to  the  priest. 

That  day  he  abdicates  the  royal — I  had 
almost  said  divine — dignity  of  husband ;  for 
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it  is  from  God  that  he  holds  it  :  his  crown  is 
for  ever  lost,  his  sceptre  broken  ! 

“  The  husband  is  the  head  of  the  wife,  even 
as  Christ  is  the  Head  of  the  Church.” 
“  Therefore,  as  the  Church  is  subject  unto 
Christ,  so  let  the  wives  be  to  their  own 
husbands,  in  everything”  (Eph.  v.).  If  these 
solemn  words  are  the  true  oracles  of  divine 
wisdom,  is  not  the  husband  divinely  appointed 
the  only  adviser,  counsellor,  help  of  his  wife, 
just  as  Christ  is  the  only  adviser,  counsellor, 
and  help  of  His  Church  ? 

If  the  Apostle  was  not  an  impostor  when  he 
that  said  the  wife  is  to  her  husband  what  the 
body  is  to  the  head,  and  that  the  husband  is 
to  his  wife  what  the  head  is  to  the  body — is 
not  the  husband  appointed  by  Cod  to  be  the 
light,  the  guide  of  his  wife  ?  Is  it  not  his 
duty,  as  well  as  his  privilege  and  glory,  to 
console  her  in  her  afflictions,  strengthen  her 
in  her  hours  of  weakness,  keep  her  up  when 
she  is  in  danger  of  fainting,  and  encourage 
her  when  she  is  on  the  rough  and  uphill  ways 
of  life  ? 
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If  Christ  has  not  come  to  deceive  the  world 
through  His  Apostle,  must  not  the  wife  go  to 
her  husband  for  advice  ?  ought  she  not  to 
expect  from  him,  and  him  alone,  after  God, 
the  light  she  wants  and  the  consolation  she  is 
in  need  of?  Is  it  not  to  her  husband,  and 
to  him  alone,  after  God,  she  ought  to  look  in 
her  days  of  trial  for  help  ?  Is  it  not  under 
his  leadership  alone  she  must  fight  the  battle 
of  life  and  conquer?  Are  not  this  mutual 
and  daily  sharing  of  the  anxieties  of  life,  this 
constant  shouldering  on  the  battle-field,  and 
this  reciprocal  and  mutual  protection  and 
help  renewed  at  every  hour  of  the  day,  which 
form,  under  the  eyes  and  by  the  mercy  of 
God,  the  holiest  and  the  purest  charms  of  the 
married  life  ?  Is  it  not  that  unreserved  con¬ 
fidence  in  each  other  which  binds  together 
those  golden  links  of  Christian  love  that  make 
them  happy  in  the  very  midst  of  the  trials  of 
life  ?  Is  it  not  through  this  mutual  confi¬ 
dence  alone  that  they  are  one  as  God  wants 
them  to  be  one  ?  Is  it  not  in  this  unity  of 
thoughts,  fears  and  hopes,  joys  and  love, 
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which  come  from  God,  that  they  can  cheer¬ 
fully  cross  the  thorny  valley,  and  safely  reach 
the  Promised  Land  ? 

The  Gospel  says  that  the  husband  is  to  his 
wife  what  Christ  is  to  His  Church  !  Is  it 
not,  then,  a  most  sacrilegious  iniquity  for  a 
wife  to  look  to  another  rather  than  to  her 
own  husband  for  such  advice,  wisdom, 
strength,  and  life,  as  he  is  entitled,  qualified, 
and  ready  to  afford  ?  As  no  other  has  the 
right  to  her  love,  so  no  other  man  has  any 
right  to  her  absolute  confidence.  As  she 
becomes  an  adulteress  the  day  that  she  gives 
her  body  to  another  man,  so  she  becomes  an 
adulteress  the  day  that  she  gives  her  con¬ 
fidence  and  trusts  her  soul  to  stranger. 
The  adultery  of  the  heart  and  soul  is  not  less 
criminal  than  the  adultery  of  the  body ;  and, 
every  time  the  wife  goes  to  the  feet  of  the 
priest  to  confess,  she  becomes  guilty  of  that 
iniquity — she  is  an  adulteress. 

In  the  Church  of  Rome,  through  the  con¬ 
fessional,  the  priest  is  much  more  the  husband 
of  the  wife  than  the  man  to  whom  she  was 
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wedded  at  the  foot  of  the  altar.  The  priest 
has  the  best  part  of  the  wife.  He  has  the 
marrow,  when  the  husband  has  the  bones. 
He  has  the  juice  of  the  orange  ;  the  husband 
has  the  rind.  He  has  the  soul  and  the  heart ; 
the  husband  has  the  skeleton.  He  has  the 
honey;  the  husband  has  the  wax  cell.  He 
has  the  succulent  oyster;  the  husband  has 
the  dry  shell.  As  much  as  the  soul  is  higher 
than  the  body,  so  much  are  the  power  and 
privileges  of  the  priest  higher  than  the  power 
and  privileges  of  the  husband  in  the  mind  of 
the  penitent  wife.  As  the  husband  is  the 
lord  of  the  body  which  he  feeds,  so  the  priest 
is  the  lord  of  the  soul,  which  he  also  feeds. 
The  wife,  then,  has  two  lords  and  masters, 
whom  she  must  love,  respect,  and  obey. 
Will  she  not  give  the  best  part  of  her  love, 
respect,  and  submission  to  the  one  who  is  as 
much  above  the  other  as  the  heavens  are 
above  the  earth  ?  But  as  one  cannot  serve 
two  masters  together,  will  not  the  master 
who  prepares  and  fits  her  for  an  eternal  life 
of  glory,  certainly  be  the  object  of  her  con- 


AND  THE  CONFESSIONAL  OF  EOME.  129 

stant,  real,  and  most  ardent  love,  gratitude, 
and  respect,  wlien  the  worldly  and  sinful  man 
to  whom  she  is  married  will  have  only  the 
appearance  or  the  crumbs  of  those  senti¬ 
ments  ?  Will  she  not,  naturally,  instinc¬ 
tively  serve,  love,  respect,  and  obey,  as  lord 
and  master,  the  godly  man  whose  yoke  is  So 
light,  so  holy,  so  divine,  rather  than  the 
carnal  man  whose  human  imperfections  are 
to  her  a  source  of  daily  trial  and  suffer¬ 
ing? 

In  the  Church  of  Rome  the  thoughts  and 
desires,  the  secret  joys  and  fears  of  the  soul, 
the  very  life  of  the  wife,  are  sealed  things  to 
the  husband.  He  has  no  right  to  look  into 
the  sanctuary  of  her  heart ;  he  has  no  remedy 
to  apply  to  the  soul ;  he  has  no  mission  from 
God  to  advise  her  in  the  dark  hours  of  her 
anxieties ;  he  has  no  balm  to  apply  to  the 
bleeding  wounds,  so  often  received  in  the 
daily  battles  of  life ;  he  must  remain  a  perfect 
stranger  in  his  own  house. 

The  wife,  expecting  nothing  from  her  hus¬ 
band,  has  no  revelation  to  make  to  him,  no 
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favour  to  ask,  no  debt  of  gratitude  to  pay. 
Nay,  sbe  shuts  all  the  avenues  of  her  soul,  all 
the  doors  and  windows  of  her  heart,  against 
her  husband.  The  priest,  and  the  priest 
alone,  has  a  right  to  her  entire  confidence ; 
to  him,  and  him  alone,  she  will  go  and  reveal 
all  her  secrets,  show  all  her  wounds ;  to  him, 
and  him  alone,  she  will  turn  her  mind,  her 
heart  and  soul,  in  the  hour  of  trouble  and 
anxiety ;  from  him,  and  him  alone,  she  will 
ask  and  expect  the  light  and  consolation  she 
wants.  Every  day,  more  and  more,  her  hus¬ 
band  will  become  as  a  stranger  to  her,  if  he 
does  not  become  a  real  nuisance,  and  an 
obstacle  to  her  happiness  and  peace. 

Yes,  through  the  confessional,  an  unfathom¬ 
able  abyss  has  been  dug,  by  the  Church  of 
Rome,  between  the  heart  of  the  wife  and  the 
heart  of  the  husband  !  Their  bodies  may  be 
very  near  each  other,  but  their  souls,  their 
real  affections  and  their  confidence,  are  at 
greater  distance  than  the  north  is  from  the 
south  pole  of  the  earth.  The  confessor  is  the 
master,  the  ruler,  the  king  of  the  soul ;  the 
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husband,  as  the  grave-yard  keeper,  must  be 
satisfied  with  the  carcase  ! 

The  husband  has  the  permission  to  look  on 
the  outside  of  the  palace;  he  is  allowed  to 
rest  his  head  on  the  cold  marble  of  the  out¬ 
door  steps;  but  the  confessor  triumphantly 
walks  into  the  mysterious  starry  rooms,  ex¬ 
amines  at  leisure  their  numberless  and  un¬ 
speakable  wonders ;  and,  alone,  he  is  allowed 
to  rest  his  head  on  the  soft  pillows  of  the 
unbounded  confidence,  respect,  and  love  of 
the  wife. 

In  the  Church  of  Rome,  if  the  husband  asks 
a  favour  from  his  wife,  nine  times  in  ten  she 
will  inquire  from  her  father  confessor  whether 
or  not  she  can  grant  him  his  request,  and  the 
poor  husband  will  have  to  wait  patiently  for 
the  permission  of  the  master  or  the  rebuke  of 
the  lord,  according  to  the  answer  of  the  oracle 
which  had  to  be  consulted  !  If  he  gets  impa¬ 
tient  under  the  yoke,  and  murmurs,  the  wife 
will  soon  go  to  the  feet  of  her  confessor,  to 
tell  him  how  she  has  the  misfortune  to  be 
united  to  a  most  unreasonable  man,  and  how 
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she  has  to  suffer  from  him !  She  reveals  to 
her  “  dear  father”  how  she  is  unhappy  under 
such  a  yoke,  and  how  her  life  would  be  an 
unsupportable  burden,  had  she  not  the  privi¬ 
lege  and  happiness  of  coming  often  to  his  feet, 
to  lay  down  her  sorrows,  hear  his  sympathetic 
words,  and  get  his  so  affectionate  and  paternal 
advice  !  She  tells  him,  with  tears  of  gratitude, 
that  it  is  only  when  by  his  side,  and  at  his 
feet,  she  finds  rest  to  her  weary  soul,  balm  to 
her  bleeding  heart,  and  peace  to  her  troubled 
conscience. 

When  she  comes  from  the  confessional,  her 
ears  are  long  filled  as  with  a  heavenly  music, 
the  honeyed  words  of  her  confessor  ring  for 
many  days  in  her  heart,  she  feels  it  lonesome 
to  be  separated  from  him,  his  image  is  con¬ 
stantly  before  her  mind,  and  the  souvenir  of 
his  amiabilities  is  one  of  her  most  pleasant 
thoughts.  There  is  nothing  which  she  likes 
so  much  as  to  speak  of  his  good  qualities,  his 
patience,  his  piety,  his  charity,  she  longs  for 
the  day  when  she  will  again  go  to  confess,  and 
pass  a  few  hours  by  the  side  of  that  angelic 
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man,  in  opening  to  him  all  the  secrets  of  her 
heart,  and  in  revealing  all  her  ennuis.  She 
tells  him  how  she  regrets  that  she  cannot 
come  oftener  to  see  him,  and  receive  the 
benefit  of  his  charitable  counsels;  she  does 
not  even  conceal  from  him  how  often,  in  her 
dreams,  she  feels  too  happy  to  be  with  him  ! 
More  and  more,  every  day,  the  gap  between 
her  and  her  husband  widens ;  more  and  more, 
each  day,  she  regrets  that  she  has  not  the 
happiness  to  be  the  wife  of  such  a  holy  man 
as  her  confessor !  Oh  !  if  it  were  possible 
.  .  .  . !  But,  then,  she  blushes  or  smiles,  and 
sings  a  song. 

Then,  again,  I  ask  it,  Who  is  the  true  lord, 
ruler,  and  master,  in  that  house  ?  For  whom 
does  that  heart  beat  and  live  ? 

Thus  it  is  that  that  stupendous  imposture, 
the  dogma  of  auricular  confession,  does  com¬ 
pletely  destroy  all  the  links,  the  joys,  the 
responsibilities,  and  divine  privileges  of  the 
married  life,  and  transforms  it  into  a  life  of 
perpetual,  though  disguised,  adultery.  It 
becomes  utterly  impossible,  in  the  Church  of 
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Rome,  that  the  husband  should  be  one  with 
his  wife,  and  that  the  wife  should  be  one  with 
her  husband :  a  “ monstrous  being”  has  been 
put  between  them  both,  called  the  confessor  ! 
Born  in  the  darkest  ages  of  the  world,  that 
being  has  received  from  hell  his  mission  to 
destroy  and  contaminate  the  purest  joys  of 
the  married  life,  to  enslave  the  wife,  to  out¬ 
rage  the  husband,  and  to  damn  the  world  ! 

The  more  auricular  confession  is  practised, 
the  more  the  laws  of  public  and  private  mo¬ 
rality  are  trampled  under  feet.  The  husband 
wants  his  wife  to  be  Ids — he  does  not,  and 
could  not,  consent  to  share  his  authority  over 
her  with  anybody;  he  wants  to  be  the  only 
man  who  will  have  her  confidence  and  her 
heart,  as  well  as  her  respect  and  love.  And 
so,  the  very  moment  that  he  anticipates  the 
dark  shadow  of  the  confessor  coming  between 
him  and  the  woman  of  his  choice,  he  prefers 
silently  to  shrink  from  entering  into  the  sacred 
bond;  the  holy  joys  of  home  and  family  lose 
their  divine  attractions;  he  prefers  the  cold 
life  of  an  ignominious  celibacy  to  the  humi- 
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liation  and  opprobrium  of  tlie  questionable 
privileges  of  an  uncertain  paternity. 

France,  Spain,  and  many  other  Roman 
Catholic  countries,  thus  witness  the  multitude 
of  those  bachelors  increasing  every  year.  The 
number  of  families  and  births,  in  consequence, 
is  fast  decreasing  in  their  midst ;  and,  if  God 
does  not  perform  a  miracle  to  stop  those  nations 
on  their  downward  course,  it  is  easy  to  calcu¬ 
late  the  day  when  they  will  owe  their  existence 
to  the  tolerance  and  pity  of  the  mighty  Pro¬ 
testant  nations  by  which  they  are  surrounded. 

Why  is  it  that  the  Irish  Roman  Catholic 
people  are  so  irremediably  degraded  and 
clothed  in  rags  ?  Why  is  it  that  that  people, 
whom  God  has  endowed  with  so  many  noble 
qualities,  seem  to  be  so  deprived  of  intelli¬ 
gence  and  self-respect  that  they  glory  in  their 
own  shame  ?  Why  is  it  that  their  land  has 
been  for  centuries  the  land  of  bloody  riots 
and  cowardly  murders  ?  The  principal  cause 
is  the  enslaving  of  the  Irish  woman,  by  means 
of  the  confessional.  Every  one  knows  that 
the  spiritual  slavery  and  degradation  of  the 
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Irish  woman  lias  no  bounds.  After  she  lias 
been  enslaved  and  degraded,  slie,  in  turn, 
has  enslaved  and  degraded  her  husband  and 
her  sons.  Ireland  will  be  an  object  of  pity ; 
she  will  be  poor,  miserable,  riotous,  blood¬ 
thirsty,  degraded,  so  long  as  she  rejects 
Christ,  to  be  ruled  by  the  father  confessor 
planted  in  every  parish  by  the  Pope. 

Who  has  not  been  amazed  and  saddened  by 
the  downfall  of  France  ?  How  is  it  that  her 
once  so  mighty  armies  have  melted  away,  that 
her  brave  sons  have  so  easily  been  conquered 
and  disarmed  ?  How  is  it  that  France,  fallen 
powerless  at  the  feet  of  her  enemies,  has 
frightened  the  world  by  the  spectacle  of  the 
incredible,  bloody,  and  savage  follies  of  the 
Commune?  Do  not  look  for  the  causes  of 
the  downfall,  humiliation,  and  untold  miseries 
of  France  anywhere  else  than  in  the  confes¬ 
sional.  For  centuries  has  not  that  great 
country  obstinately  rejected  Christ  ?  Has  she 
not  slaughtered  or  sent  into  exile  her  noblest 
children,  who  wanted  to  follow  the  Gospel? 
Has  she  not  given  her  fair  daughters  into  the 
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hands  of  the  confessors,  who  have  defiled  and 
degraded  them?  How  could  woman,  in  France, 
teach  her  husbands  and  sons  to  love  liberty, 
and  die  for  it,  when  she  was  herself  a  miser¬ 
able,  an  abject  slave  ?  How  could  she  form 
her  husbands  and  sons  to  the  manly  virtues  of 
heroes,  when  her  own  mind  was  defiled  and 
her  heart  corrupted  ? 

The  French  woman  had  unconditionally 
surrendered  the  noble  and  fair  citadel  of  her 
heart,  intelligence,  and  womanly  self-respect, 
into  the  hands  of  her  confessor  long  before 
her  sons  surrendered  their  sword  to  the 
Germans  at  Sedan  and  Paris.  The  first 
unconditional  surrender  had  brought  the 
second. 

The  complete  moral  destruction  of  woman 
by  the  confessor  in  France  has  been  a  long 
work.  It  has  required  centuries  to  bow 
down,  break,  and  enslave  the  noble  daughters 
of  France.  Yes ;  but  those  who  know  France 
know  that  that  destruction  is  now  as  com¬ 
plete  as  it  is  deplorable.  The  downfall  of 
woman  in  France,  ana  her  supreme  degrada- 
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tion  through  the  confessional,  is  now  un 
fait  accompli,  which  nobody  can  deny ;  the 
highest  intellects  have  seen  and  confessed  it. 
One  of  the  most  profound  thinkers  of  that 
unfortunate  country,  Michelet,  has  depicted 
that  supreme  and  irretrievable  degradation  in 
a  most  eloquent  book,  “  The  Priest  and  the 
Woman;”  and  not  a  voice  has  been  raised 
to  deny  or  refute  what  he  has  said.  Those 
who  have  any  knowledge  of  history  and 
philosophy  know  very  well  that  the  moral 
degradation  of  the  woman  is  soon  followed, 
everywhere,  by  the  moral  degradation  of  the 
nation ;  and  the  moral  degradation  of  the 
nation  is  very  soon  followed  by  ruin  and 
overthrow. 

That  French  nation  had  been  formed  by 
God  to  be  a  race  of  giants.  They  were 
chivalrous  and  brave;  they  had  bright  in¬ 
telligences,  stout  hearts,  strong  arms,  and  a 
mighty  sword.  But  as  the  hardest  granite 
rock  yields  and  breaks  under  the  drop  of 
water  which  incessantly  falls  upon  it,  so  that 
great  nation  had  to  break  and  to  fall  into 


AND  THE  CONFESSIONAL  OF  EOME.  139 

pieces  under,  not  the  drop,  but  the  rivers  of 
impure  waters  which  for  centuries  have 
incessantly  flowed  in  upon  it  from  the 
pestilential  fountain  of  the  confessional. 
“  Righteousness  exalteth  a  nation,  but  sin  is 
a  reproach  to  any  people.”  (Proverbs  xiv.) 

Why  is  it  that  Spain  is  so  miserable,  so 
weak,  so  poor,  so  foolishly  and  cruelly  tearing 
her  own  bosom,  and  reddening  her  fair 
valleys  with  the  blood  of  her  own  children  ? 
The  principal,  if  not  the  only,  cause  of  the 
downfall  of  that  great  nation  is  the  confes¬ 
sional.  There,  also,  the  confessor  has  defiled, 
degraded,  enslaved  woman,  and  woman  in 
turn  has  defiled  and  degraded  her  husbands 
and  her  sons.  Woman  has  sown  broadcast 
over  her  country  the  seeds  of  that  slavery,  of 
that  want  of  Christian  honesty,  justice,  and 
self-respect  with  which  she  had  herself  been 
first  imbued  in  the  confessional. 

But  when  you  see,  without  a  single  excep¬ 
tion,  the  nations  whose  women  drink  the 
impure  and  poisonous  waters  which  flow  from 
the  confessional  sinking  down  so  rapidly,  do 
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you  not  wonder  liow  fast  the  neighbouring 
nations,  who  have  destroyed  those  dens  of 
impurity,  prostitution,  and  abject  slavery  are 
rising  up  ?  What  a  marvellous  contrast  is 
before  our  eyes  !  On  one  side,  the  nations 
who  allow  the  woman  to  be  degraded  and 
enslaved  at  the  feet  of  the  confessor — France, 
Spain,  Romish  Ireland,  Mexico,  &c.,  &c. — are, 
there,  fallen’ into  the  dust,  bleeding,  struggling, 
powerless,  like  the  sparrow  whose  entrails 
are  devoured  by  the  vulture.  On  the  other 
side,  see  how  the  nations  whose  women  go  to 
wash  their  robes  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb 
are  soaring  up,  as  on  eagle  wings,  in  the 
highest  regions  of  progress,  peace,  and  liberty  ! 

If  legislators  could  once  understand  the 
respect  and  protection  they  owe  to  woman, 
they  would  soon  prohibit  auricular  confession 
with  still  more  stringent  laws  than  they  pro¬ 
hibit  public  prostitution ;  for,  though  the 
advocates  of  auricular  confession  have  suc¬ 
ceeded  to  a  certain  extent  in  blinding  the 
public,  and  in  concealing  the  abominations  of 
the  system  under  a  lying  mantle  of  holiness 
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and  religion,  it  is  nothing  else  than  a  school 
of  prostitution. 

I  say  more  than  that.  After  twenty-five 
years  of  hearing  the  confessions  of  the 
common  people  and  of  the  highest  classes  of 
society,  of  the  laymen  and  the  priests,  of  the 
grand  vicars  and  bishops  and  the  nuns,  I 
conscientiously  say  before  the  world  that  the 
prostitution  of  the  confessional  is  of  a  more 
dangerous  and  degrading  nature  than  that 
which  is  going  on  in  the  public-houses  of  bad 
name.  The  injury  caused  to  the  intelligence 
and  to  the  soul  in  the  confessional,  as  a 
general  rule,  is  of  a  more  dangerous  nature 
and  more  irremediable,  because  it  is  neither 
suspected  nor  understood  by  its  victims. 

The  unfortunate  woman  who  lives  in  the 
house  of  ill-fame  knows  her  profound  misery ; 
she  often  blushes  and  weeps  over  her  degra¬ 
dation  ;  she  hears  from  every  side  voices 
which  call  her  out  of  those  ways  of  perdition. 
Almost  at  every  hour  of  day  and  night  the 
cry  of  her  conscience  warns  her  against  the 
desolation  and  suffering  of  an  eternity  passed 
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far  away  from  the  regions  of  holiness,  light,  and 
life.  All  those  things  are  often  so  many  means 
of  grace,  in  the  hands  of  our  merciful  God,  to 
awaken  the  mind  and  to  save  the  guilty  soul. 

But  in  the  confessional  the  poison  is  ad¬ 
ministered  under  the  name  of  a  pure  and 
refreshing  water;  the  deadly  wound  is  in¬ 
flicted  by  a  sword  so  well  oiled  that  the  blow 
is  not  felt ;  the  vilest  and  most  impure 
notions  and  thoughts,  in  the  form  of  questions 
and  answers,  are  presented  and  accepted  as 
the  bread  of  life  !  All  the  notions  of  modesty, 
purity,  and  womanly  self-respect  and  delicacy, 
are  set  aside  and  forgotten  to  propitiate  the 
god  of  Rome.  In  the  confessional  the  woman 
is  told,  and  she  believes,  that  there  is  no  sin 
for  her  in  hearing  things  which  would  make 
a  prostitute  blush — no  sin  to  say  things 
which  would  make  the  most  desperate  villain 
of  the  streets  of  London  to  stagger — no  sin 
to  converse  with  her  confessor  on  matters  so 
filthy  that  he  would  be  sent  to  the  peniten¬ 
tiary  for  his  life  if  they  were  brought  before 
a  civil  tribunal ! 
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Yes,  the  soul  and  the  intelligence  defiled 
and  destroyed  in  the  confessional  are  hope¬ 
lessly  defiled  and  destroyed.  They  are 
sinking  in  a  complete,  an  irretrievable  per¬ 
dition  ;  for,  not  knowing  the  guilt,  they  will 
never  cry  for  mercy — not  suspecting  the  fatal 
Disease  that  is  being  fostered,  they  will  never 
call  for  the  true  Physician.  It  was  evidently 
when  thinking  of  the  unspeakable  ruin  of  the 
souls  of  men  through  the  wickedness  culmi¬ 
nating  in  the  “  Pope’s  confessors,”  that  the 
Son  of  God  said: — “If  the  blind  lead  the 
blind,  both  shall  fall  into  the  ditch.”  To 
every  woman,  with  very  few  exceptions, 
coming  out  from  the  foot  of  her  confessor, 
the  children  of  light  may  say  : — “  I  know  thy 
works,  that  thou  hast  a  name  that  thou  livest, 
but  thou  art  dead!”  (Revelations  iii.) 

Nobody  has  yet  been,  nor  ever  will  be,  able 
to  answer  the  few  following  lines,  which  I 
addressed  some  years  ago  to  the  Rev.  Mr. 
Bruyere,  Roman  Catholic  Vicar-General  of 
London  : — 

“  With  a  blush  on  my  face,  and  regret  in 
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my  heart,  I  confess,  before  God  and  man, 
that  I  have  been,  like  you,  and  with  you, 
through  the  confessional,  plunged  twenty-five 
years  in  that  bottomless  sea  of  iniquity,  in 
which  the  blind  priests  of  Rome  have  to  swim 
day  and  night. 

“  I  had  to  learn  by  heart,  like  you,  the 
infamous  questions  which  the  Church  of 
Rome  forces  every  priest  to  learn.  I  had  to 
put  those  impure,  immoral  questions  to  old 
and  young  females  who  were  confessing  their 
sins  to  me.  These  questions — you  know  it — 
are  of  such  a  nature  that  no  prostitute  would 
dare  to  put  them  to  another.  Those  ques¬ 
tions,  and  the  answers  they  elicit,  are  so 
debasing  that  no  man  in  London — you  know 
it — except  a  priest  of  Rome,  is  sufficiently  lost 
to  every  sense  of  shame  as  to  put  them  to 
any  woman. 

“  Yes,  I  was  bound,  in  conscience,  as  you 
are  bound  to-day,  to  put  into  the  ears,  the 
mind,  the  imagination,  the  memory,  the 
heart  and  soul  of  females,  questions  of  such 
a  nature,  the  direct  and  immediate  tendency 
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of  which— you  know  it  well — is  to  fill  the 
minds  and  the  hearts  of  both  priests  and 
female  penitents  with  thoughts,  phantoms, 
and  temptations  of  such  a  degrading  nature, 
that  I  do  not  know  any  words  adequate  to 
express  them.  Pagan  antiquity  has  never 
seen  any  institution  so  polluting  as  the  con¬ 
fessional.  I  know  nothing  more  corrupting 
than  the  law  which  forces  a  female  to  tell  all 
her  thoughts,  desires,  and  most  secret  feelings 
and  actions  to  an  unmarried  priest.  The 
confessional  is  a  school  of  perdition.  You 
may  deny  that  before  the  Protestants;  but 
you  cannot  deny  it  before  me.  My  dean 
Mr.  Bruyere,  if  you  call  me  a  degraded  man 
because  I  have  lived  twenty-five  years  in  the 
atmosphere  of  the  confessional,  you  are  rights 
I  was  a  degraded  man,  just  as  yourself  and 
all  the  priests  are  to-day,  in  spite  of  your 
denegations.  If  you  call  me  a  degraded  man, 
because  my  soul,  my  mind  and  my  heart, 
were  as  your  own  are  to-day,  plunged  into 
the  deep  waters  of  iniquity  which  flow  from 
the  confessional,  I  confess  £  Guilty!’  I  was 
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degraded  and  polluted  by  tlie  confessional 
just  as  you  and  all  the  priests  of  Rome 
are. 

“  It  has  required  the  whole  blood  of  the 
great  Victim,  who  died  on  Calvary  for  sinners, 
to  purify  me ;  and  I  pray  that,  through  the 
same  blood,  you  may  be  purified  also.” 

If  the  legislators  knew  the  respect  and 
protection  they  owe  to  woman — I  repeat  it — 
they  would  prohibit  auricular  confession  with 
still  more  stringent  laws  than  they  prohibit 
public  prostitution. 

The  other  day  a  printer  was  sent  to  jail 
and  severely  punished  for  having  published 
in  English  the  questions  put  by  the  priests 
to  the  women  in  the  confessional ;  and  the 
sentence  was  equitable,  for  all  who  will  read 
those  questions  will  conclude  that  no  girl  or 
woman  who  brings  her  mind  into  contact 
with  the  contents  of  that  book  can  escape 
from  moral  death.  But  what  are  the  priests 
of  Rome  doing  in  the  confessional  ?  Do  they 
not  pass  the  greatest  part  of  thqir  time  in 
questioning  females,  old  and  young,  and 
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hearing  their  answers,  on  those  very  matters  ? 
If  it  were  a  crime,  punishable  by  law,  to 
present  those  questions  in  a  book,  is  it  not  a 
crime  far  more  punishable  by  law  to  present 
those  very  things  to  every  married  and  un¬ 
married  woman  through  the  auricular  con¬ 
fession? 

I  ask  it  from  every  man  of  common  sense, 
What  is  the  difference  between  a  woman  or  a 
girl  learning  those  things  in  a  book,  or  learn¬ 
ing  them  from  the  lips  of  a  man  ?  Will  not 
those  impure,  demoralizing  suggestions  sink 
more  deeply  into  their  minds,  and  impress 
themselves  more  forcibly  in  their  memory, 
when  told  to  them  by  a  man  of  authority, 
speaking  in  the  name  of  Almighty  God,  than 
when  read  in  a  book  which  has  no  authority  ? 

I  say  to  the  legislators  of  Europe  and 
America  :  “  Read  for  yourselves  those  hor¬ 
rible,  unmentionable  things;”  and  remember 
that  the  Pope  has  100,000  priests  whose 
principal  work  is  to  put  those  very  things 
into  the  intelligence  and  memory  of  the  women 
whom  they  entrap  into  their  snares.  Let  us 
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suppose  that  each  priest  hears  the  confession 
of  only  five  female  penitents  (though  we 
know  that  the  daily  average  is  ten).  It  gives 
us  the  awful  number  of  500,000  women  whom 
the  priests  of  Rome  have  the  legal  right  to 
pollute  and  destroy  every  day  ! 

Legislators  of  the  so-called  Christian  and 
civilized  nations,  I  ask  it  again  from  you, 
Where  is  your  consistency,  your  justice,  your 
love  of  public  morality,  when  you  punish  so 
severely  the  man  who  has  printed  the  ques¬ 
tions  put  to  the  women  in  the  confessional, 
while  you  honour  and  let  free,  and  often 
pay  the  men  whose  public  and  private  life 
is  spent  in  spreading  the  very  same  moral 
poison  in  a  much  more  efficacious,  scanda¬ 
lous  and  shameful  way,  under  the  sacrilegious 
mask  of  religion  ? 

The  confessional  is  in  the  hands  of  the 
devil  what  West  Point  is  to  the  United  States, 
and  Woolwich  is  to  Great  Britain,  a  training 
of  the  army  to  fight  and  conquer  the  enemy. 
It  is  in  the  confessional  that  500,000  women 
every  day,  and  182,500,000  every  year,  are 
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trained  by  the  Pope  in  the  art  of  fighting 
against  God,  by  destroying  themselves  and 
the  whole  world,  through  every  imaginable 
kind  of  impurity  and  filthiness. 

Once  more,  I  request  the  legislators,  the 
husbands,  and  the  fathers  in  Europe,  as  well 
as  in  America,  to  read  in  Dens,  Linuori, 
Debreyne,  in  every  theological  book  of 
Rome,  what  their  wives  and  their  daughters 
have  to  learn  in  the  confessional. 

In  order  to  screen  themselves  the  priests 
of  Rome  have  recourse  to  the  following 
miserable  subterfuge : — “  Is  not  the  phy¬ 
sician  forced,”  they  say,  “to  perform  certain 
delicate  operations  on  women  ?  Do  you  com¬ 
plain  of  this  ?  No  ;  you  let  the  physicians 
alone ;  you  do  not  abuse  them  in  their  arduous 
and  conscientious  duties.  Why,  then,  do  you 
insult  the  physician  of  the  soul,  the  confessor, 
in  the  accomplishment  of  his  holy,  though 
delicate,  duties  ?” 

I  answer,  first,  The  art  and  science  of  the 
physician  are  approved  and  praised  in  many 
places  of  the  Scriptures.  But  the  art  and 
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science  of  the  confessor  are  nowhere  to  be 
found  in  the  holy  records.  Auricular  con¬ 
fession  is  nothing  else  than  a  most  stupendous 
imposture.  The  filthy  and  impure  questions 
of  the  confessor,  with  the  polluting  answers 
they  elicit,  were  put  among  the  most  dia¬ 
bolical  and  forbidden  actions  by  God  Himself 
the  day  that  the  Spirit  of  Truth,  Holiness, 
and  Life  wrote  the  imperishable  words, — 
“  Let  no  corrupt  communication  proceed  out 
of  your  mouth”  (Eph.  iv.  29). 

Secondly,  The  physician  is  not  bound  by  a 
solemn  oath  to  remain  ignorant  of  the  things 
which  it  will  be  his  duty  to  examine  and 
cure.  But  the  priest  of  Rome  is  bound,  by 
the  most  ridiculous  and  impious  oath  of 
celibacy,  to  remain  ignorant  of  the  very 
things  which  are  the  daily  objects  of  his 
inquiries,  observations,  and  thoughts  !  The 
priest  of  Rome  has  sworn  never  to  taste  of 
the  fruits  with  which  he  feeds  his  imao'i- 
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nation,  his  memory,  his  heart,  and  his  soul 
day  and  night !  The  physician  is  honest  in 
the  performance  of  his  duties;  but  the 
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priest  of  Koine  becomes  a  perjured  man 
every  time  be  enters  the  confessional-box. 

Thirdly,  If  a  lady  has  a  little  sore  on  her 
small  finger,  and  is  obliged  to  go  to  the  phy¬ 
sician  for  a  remedy,  she  has  only  to  show  her 
little  finger,  allow  the  plaister  or  ointment  to 
be  applied,  and  all  is  finished.  The  physician 
never — no,  never — says  to  that  lady,  “  It  is  my 
duty  to  suspect  that  you  have  many  secret 
parts  of  your  body  which  are  sick;  I  am 
bound  in  conscience,  under  pain  of  death,  to 
examine  you  from  head  to  foot,  in  order  to 
save  your  precious  life  from  those  secret  and 
shameful  diseases,  which  may  kill  you  if  they 
are  not  cured  just  now.  Several  of  those 
diseases  are  of  such  a  secret  and  shameful 
nature  that  you  never  dared  perhaps  to  ex¬ 
amine  them  with  the  attention  they  deserve, 
and  you  are  hardly  conscious  of  them.  I 
know,  madam,  that  this  is  a  very  painful  and 
delicate  thing  for  both  you  and  me,  that  I 
should  be  forced  to  make  that  thorough 
examination  of  your  person,  but  there  is 
no  help ;  I  am  in  duty  bound  to  do  it. 
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But  you  have  nothing  to  fear.  I  am  a 
holy  man,  who  has  made  a  vow  of  celi¬ 
bacy.  We  are  alone;  neither  your  hus¬ 
band  nor  your  father  will  ever  know  the 
secret  infirmities  I  will  find  in  you ;  they  will 
never  even  suspect  the  perfect  investigation 
I  will  make  of  your  person,  and  they  will, 
for  ever,  ignore  the  remedy  I  will  apply.” 

Has  any  physician  ever  been  authorized  to 
speak  or  act  in  this  way  with  any  of  his 
female  patients  ?  No ;  never  !  never  ! 

But  this  is  just  the  way  the  spiritual  phy¬ 
sician,  with  whom  the  devil  enslaves  and 
corrupts  women,  acts.  When  the  fair, 
honest,  and  timid  spiritual  patient  has  come 
to  her  confessor,  to  show  him  the  little  sore 
she  has  on  the  small  finger  of  her  soul,  the 
confessor  is  bound  in  conscience  to  suspect 
that  she  has  other  sores, — secret,  shameful 
sores  !  Yes,  he  is  bound,  nine  times  in  ten, 
and  he  is  always  allowed  to  suppose  that  she 
does  not  dare  to  reveal  them  !  Then  he  is 
advised  by  the  Church  to  induce  her  to  let 
him  search  every  corner  of  the  heart,  and 
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of  the  soul,  and  to  inquire  about  every  kind 
of  contaminations,  impurities,  secret  and 
shameful  unspeakable  matters !  The  poor, 
trembling,  blushing,  and  often  weeping  spiri¬ 
tual  jDatient  is  bound,  under  pain  of  eternal 
damnation,  to  let  that  horrible,  impure,  pol¬ 
luting,  diabolical  investigation  go  on,  some¬ 
times  for  whole  hours !  She  is  obliged  to 
see  and  suspect  nothing  in  that  but  a  great 
charity,  zeal,  purity,  holiness  of  her  con¬ 
fessor  !  She  is  bound  to  thank  him — to 
bless  him !  And  there  are  100,000  men,  not 
only  allowed,  but  petted,  and  often  paid  by 
the  Governments  to  do  that,  under  the  name 
of  the  God  of  the  Gospel ! 

Fourthly,  I  answer  to  the  sophism  of  the 
priest,  When  the  physician  has  any  delicate 
and  dangerous  operation  to  perform  on  a  female 
patient,  he  is  never  alone ;  the  husband,  or  the 
father,  the  mother,  the  sister,  or  some  friends 
of  the  patient  are  there,  whose  scrutinizing 
eyes  and  attentive  ears  make  it  impossible  for 
the  physician  to  say  or  do  any  improper  thing. 

But,  when  the  poor  deluded  spiritual  patient 
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comes  to  be  treated  by  her  so-called  siDiritual 
physician,  and  shows  him  her  diseases,  is 
she  not  alone — shamefully  alone — with  him  ? 
Where  are  the  protecting  ears  of  the  husband, 
the  father,  the  mother,  the  sisters,  or  the 
friends  ?  Where  is  the  barrier  interposed 
between  this  sinful,  weak,  tempted,  and  often 
depraved  man  and  his  victim  ? 

Would  the  priest  so  freely  ask  this  and  that 
from  that  married  woman,  if  he  knew  that  the 
husband  could  hear  him  ?  No,  surely  not ; 
for  he  is  well  aware  that  the  enraged  husband 
would  blow  out  the  brains  of  the  villain  who, 
under  the  sacrilegious  pretext  of  purifying 
the  soul  of  his  wife,  is  filling  her  honest  heart 
with  every  kind  of  pollution  and  infamy. 

Fifthly,  When  the  physician  performs  a 
delicate  operation  on  one  of  his  female 
patients,  the  operation  is  usually  accompanied 
with  pain,  cries,  and  often  with  bloodshed. 
The  sympathetic  and  honest  physician  suffers 
almost  as  much  pain  as  his  patient;  those 
cries,  acute  pains,  tortures,  and  bleeding 
wounds  make  it  morally  impossible  that  the 
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physician  should  be  tempted  to  any  improper 
thing. 

But  the  sight  of  the  spiritual  wounds  of 
that  fair  penitent !  Is  the  poor  depraved 
human  heart  really  sorry  to  see  and  examine 
them  ?  Oh,  no  !  it  is  just  the  contrary  ! 

The  dear  Saviour  weeps  over  those  wounds ; 
the  angels  are  distressed  at  the  sight.  Yes. 
But  the  so  deceitful  and  corrupt  heart  of 
man  !  is  it  not  rather  apt  to  be  pleased  at  the 
sight  of  wounds,  which  are  so  much  like  the 
ones  he  has  himself  so  often  been  pleased  to 
receive  from  the  hand  of  the  enemy  ? 

Was  the  heart  of  David  pained  and  horror- 
struck  at  the  sight  of  the  fair  Bath-sheba, 
when  imprudently  and  too  freely  exposed 
in  her  bath?  Was  not  that  holy  prophet 
smitten  and  brought  down  to  the  dust  by  that 
guilty  look  ?  Was  not  the  mighty  giant, 
Samson,  undone  by  the  charms  of  Delilah  ? 
Was  not  the  wise  Solomon  ensnared  and  be¬ 
fooled  in  the  midst  of  the  women  by  whom  he 
was  surrounded  ? 

Who  will  believe  that  the  bachelors  of  the 
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Pope  are  made  of  stronger  metal  than  the 
Davids,  the  Samsons,  and  the  Solomons  ? 
Where  is  the  man  who  has  so  completely  lost 
his  common  sense  as  to  believe  that  the  priests 
of  Pome  are  stronger  than  Samson,  holier 
than  David,  wiser  than  Solomon  ?  Who  will 
believe  that  confessors  will  stand  up  on  their 
feet  amidst  the  storms  which  prostrate  in  the 
dust  those  giants  of  the  armies  of  the  Lord  ? 
To  suppose  that,  in  the  generality  of  cases,  the 
confessor  can  resist  the  temptations  by  which 
lie  is  daily  surrounded  in  the  confessional, 
that  he  will  constantly  refuse  the  golden  op¬ 
portunities  which  offer  themselves  to  him,  to 
satisfy  the  almost  irresistible  propensities  of 
his  fallen  human  nature,  is  neither  wisdom 
nor  charity ;  it  is  simply  folly. 

I  do  not  say  that  all  the  confessors  and 
their  female  penitents  fall  into  the  same 
degree  of  abject  degradation;  thanks  be  to 
God,  I  have  known  several  who  nobly  fought 
their  battles  and  conquered  on  that  field  of 
so  many  shameful  defeats.  But  these  are  the 
exceptions.  It  is  just  as  when  the  fire  has 
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ravaged  one  of  our  grand  forests  of  America 

how  sad  it  is  to  see  the  numberless  noble 
trees  fallen  under  the  devouring  element  ! 
But,  here  and  there,  the  traveller  is  not  a 
little  amazed  and  pleased  to  find  some  which 
have  proudly  stood  the  fiery  trial  without 
being  consumed. 

Has  not  the  world  at  large  been  struck  with 
terror  when  they  heard  of  the  fire  which  a  few 
years  ago  had  reduced  the  great  city  of 
Chicago  to  ashes?  But  those  who  have 
visited  that  doomed  city,  and  seen  the  deso¬ 
lating  ruins  of  her  16,000  houses,  had  to 
stand  in  silent  admiration  before  a  few  which, 
in  the  very  midst  of  an  ocean  of  fire,  had 
escaped  untouched  by  the  destructive  element. 

It  is  so  that,  owing  to  a  most  marvellous 
protection  of  God,  some  privileged  souls  do 
escape,  here  and  there,  the  fatal  destruction 
which  overtakes  so  many  others  in  the  con¬ 
fessional. 

The  confessional  is  just  as  the  spider’s  web. 
How  many  too  unsuspecting  flies  find  death 
when  seeking  rest  on  the  beautiful  framework 


158  THE  PRIEST,  THE  WOMAN, 

of  their  deceitful  enemy  !  How  few  escape  ! 
and  this  only  after  a  most  desperate  struggle. 
See  how  the  perfidious  spider  looks  harmless 
in  his  retired,  dark  corner ;  how  motionless 
he  is ;  how  patiently  he  waits  for  his  oppor¬ 
tunity  !  But  look  how  quickly  he  surrounds 
his  victim  with  his  silky,  delicate,  and  imper¬ 
ceptible  links !  how  mercilessly  he  sucks  its 
blood  and  destroys  its  life  ! 

What  does  remain  of  the  imprudent  fly, 
after  she  has  been  entrapped  into  the  nets  of 
her  foe  ?  Nothing  but  a  skeleton.  So  it  is 
with  your  fair  wife,  your  precious  daughter ; 
nine  times  in  ten  nothing  but  a  moral  skeleton 
returns  to  you,  after  the  Pope’s  black  spider 
has  been  allowed  to  suck  and  pump  the  very 
blood  of  her  heart  and  soul.  Let  those  who 
would  be  tempted  to  think  that  I  do  exagge¬ 
rate  read  the  following  extracts  from  the  me¬ 
moirs  of  the  Venerable  Scipio  de  Ricci,  Roman 
Catholic  Bishop  of  Pistoia  and  Prato,  in  Italy. 
They  were  published  by  the  Italian  Govern¬ 
ment,  to  show  to  the  world  that  some  mea¬ 
sures  ought  to  be  taken  by  the  civil  and 


AXD  'HIE  CONFESSIONAL  OF  HOME.  159 

ecclesiastical  authorities  to  prevent  the  nation 
from  being  entirely  swept  away  by  the  deluge 
of  corruption  flowing  from  the  confessional, 
even  among  the  most  perfect  of  Rome’s  fol¬ 
lowers,  the  monks  and  the  nuns.  The  priests 
have  never  dared  to  deny  a  single  iota  of  those 
terrible  revelations.  In  page  115  we  read  the 
following  letter  from  Sister  Flavia  Peraccini, 
Prioress  of  St.  Catherine,  to  Dr.  Thomas 
Comparing  Rector  of  the  Episcopal  Seminary 
of  Pistoia: — 

January  22,  1775. — -In  compliance  with 
the  request  which  you  made  me  this  day  I 
hasten  to  say  something,  but  I  know  not  how. 

“  Of  those  who  are  gone  out  of  the  world  I 
shall  say  nothing.  Of  those  who  are  still 
alive  and  have  very  little  decency  of  conduct 
there  are  many,  among  whom  there  is  an  ex¬ 
provincial  named  Father  Dr.  Ballendi,  Calvi, 
Zoratti,  Bigliaci,  Guidi,  Miglieti,  Verde, 
Bianchi,  Ducci,  Seraphini,  Bolla,  Vera  di 
Luca,  Quaretti,  &c.  But  wherefore  any  more  ? 
With  the  exception  of  three  or  four,  all  those 
whom  I  have  ever  known,  alive  or  dead,  are 
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of  the  same  character  ;  they  have  all  the  same 
maxims  and  the  same  conduct. 

“  They  are  on  more  intimate  terms  with 
the  nuns  than  if  they  were  married  to  them  ! 
I  repeat  it,  it  would  require  a  great  deal  of 
time  to  tell  half  of  what  I  know.  It  is  the 
custom  now,  wdien  they  come  to  visit  and 
hear  the  confession  of  a  sick  sister,  to  sup 
with  the  nuns,  sing,  dance,  play,  and  sleep  in 
the  convent.  It  is  a  maxim  of  theirs  that 
God  has  forbidden  hatred,  but  not  love,  and 
that  man  is  made  for  woman  and  woman  for 
man. 

“  I  say  that  they  can  deceive  the  innocent 
and  the  most  prudent  and  circumspect,  and 
that  it  would  be  a  miracle  to  converse  with 
them  and  not  fall !  ” 

Page  117. — “  The  priests  are  the  husbands 
of  the  nuns,  and  the  lay  brothers  of  the  lay 
sisters.  In  the  chamber  of  one  of  the  nuns  I 
have  mentioned  one  day  a  man  was  found  ;  he 
fled  away,  but,  soon  after,  they  gave  him  to 
us  as  our  confessor  extraordinary. 

“  How  many  bishops  are  there  in  the  Papal 
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States,  who  have  come  to  the  knowledge  of 
those  disorders,  have  held  examinations  and 
visitations,  and  yet  never  could  remedy  it, 
because  the  monks,  our  confessors,  tell  us 
that  those  are  excommunicated  who  reveal  * 
what  passes  in  the  Order ! 

Poor  creatures  !  they  think  they  are  leav¬ 
ing  the  world  to  escape  dangers,  and  they  only 
meet  with  greater  ones.  Our  fathers  and 
mothers  have  given  us  a  good  education,  and 
here  we  have  to  unlearn  and  forget  what  they 
have  taught  us.” 

Page  118. — “Do  not  suppose  that  this  is 
the  case  in  our  convent  alone.  It  is  just  the 
same  at  St.  Lucia,  Prato,  Pisa,  Perugia,  &c. 

I  have  known  things  that  would  astonish  you. 
Everywhere  it  is  the  same.  Yes,  everywhere 
the  same  disorders,  the  same  abuses  prevail. 

I  say,  and  I  repeat  it,  let  the  superiors  sus¬ 
pect  as  they  may,  they  do  not  know  the 
smallest  part  of  the  enormous  wickedness 
that  goes  on  between  the  monks  and  the' 
nuns  whom  they  confess.  Every  monk 
who  passed  by  on  his  way  to  the  chapter 
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entreated  a  sick  sister  to  confess  to  him, 
and  .  .  .  . !  ” 

Page  119. — “With  respect  to  Father 
Buzachini  I  say  that  he  acted  just  as  the 
others,  sitting  up  late  in  the  nunnery,  divert¬ 
ing  himself,  and  letting  the  usual  disorders  go 
on.  There  were  several  nuns  who  had  love 
affairs  on  his  account.  His  own  principal 
mistress  was  Odaldi,  of  St.  Lucia,  who  used 
to  send  him  continual  treats.  He  was  also 
in  love  with  the  daughter  of  our  factor,  of 
whom  they  were  very  jealous  here.  He  ruined 
also  poor  Cancellieri,  who  was  sextoness.  The 
monks  are  all  alike  with  their  penitents. 

“  Some  years  ago  the  nuns  of  St.  Vincent, 
in  consequence  of  the  extraordinary  passion 
they  had  for  their  father  confessors  Lupi  and 
Borghiani,  were  divided  into  two  parties,  one 
calling  themselves  Le  Lupe,  the  other  Le 
Borghieni. 

“  He  who  made  the  greatest  noise  was 
Honati.  I  believe  he  is  now  at  Rome.  Father 
Brandi,  too,  was  also  in  great  vogue.  I  think 
he  is  now  prior  of  St.  Gemignani.  At  St. 
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Vincent,  which  passes  for  a  very  holy  retreat, 
they  have  also  their  lovers.  .  .  . 

“My  pen  refuses  to  reproduce  several 
things  which  the  nuns  of  Italy  have  published 
against  their  father  confessors.  But  this  is 
enough  to  show  to  the  most  incredulous  that 
the  confession  is  nothing  else  but  a  school  of 
perdition,  even  among  those  who  make  a  pro¬ 
fession  to  live  in  the  highest  regions  of  Homan 
Catholic  holiness — the  monks  and  the  nuns.” 

Now,  from  Italy  let  us  go  to  America  and 
see  again  the  working  of  auricular  confession, 
not  between  the  holy  (?)  nuns  and  monks  of 
Borne,  but  among  the  humblest  classes  of 
country  women  and  priests.  Great  is  the 
number  of  parishes  where  women  have  been 
destroyed  by  their  confessors,  but  I  will  speak 
only  of  one. 

When  curate  of  Beauport  I  was  called  by 
the  Bev.  Mr.  Proulx,  curate  of  St.  Antoine,  to 
preach  a  retreat  (a  revival)  with  the  Bev.  Mr. 
Aubry,  to  his  parishioners,  and  eight  or  ten 
other  priests  were  also  invited  to  come  and 
help  us  to  hear  the  confessions. 

m  2 
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The  very  first  day  after  preaching  and  pass¬ 
ing  five  or  six  hours  in  the  confessional,  the 
hospitable  curate  gave  us  a  supper  before 
ofoins’  to  bed.  But  it  was  evident  that  a  kind 
of  uneasiness  pervaded  the  whole  company  of 
the  father  confessors.  For  my  own  part  I 
could  hardly  raise  my  eyes  to  look  at  my 
neighbour,  and  when  I  wanted  to  speak  a  word 
it  seemed  that  my  tongue  was  not  free  as 
usual;  even  my  throat  was  as  if  it  were 
choked  ;  the  articulation  of  the  sounds  was 
imperfect.  It  was  evidently  the  same  with 
the  rest  of  the  priests.  Instead,  then,  of  the 
noisy  and  cheerful  conversation  of  the  other 
meals  there  were  only  a  few  insignificant  words 
exchanged  with  a  half-suppressed  tone. 

The  Rev.  Mr.  Proulx  (the  curate)  at  first 
looked  as  if  he  were  partaking  also  of  that 
singular  though  general  despondent  feeling. 
During  the  first  part  of  the  lunch  he  hardly 
said  a  word ;  but  at  last,  raising  his  head,  and 
turning  his  honest  face  towards  us,  in  his  usual 
gentlemanly  and  cheerful  manner,  he  said, — 

“Dear  friends,  I  see  that  you  are  all  under 
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the  influence  of  the  most  painful  feelings. 
There  is  a  burden  on  you  that  you  can  neither 
shake  off  nor  bear  as  you  wish.  I  know  the 
cause  of  your  trouble,  and  I  hope  you  will  not 
find  fault  with  me  if  I  help  you  to  recover 
from  that  disagreeable  mental  condition.  You 
have  heard  in  the  confessional  the  history  of 
many  great  sins,  but  I  know  that  this  is  not 
what  troubles  you.  You  are  all  old  enough 
in  the  confessional  to  know  the  miseries  of 
poor  human  nature.  Without  any  more  pre¬ 
liminaries  I  will  come  to  the  subject.  It  is 
no  more  a  secret  in  this  place  that  one  of  the 
priests  who  has  preceded  me  has  been  very 
unfortunate,  weak,  and  guilty  with  the  greatest 
part  of  the  married  women  whom  he  has  con¬ 
fessed.  Not  more  than  one  in  ten  have  escaped 
him.  I  would  not  mention  this  fact  had  I 
got  it  only  from  the  confessional,  but  I  know 
it  well  from  other  sources,  and  I  can  speak  of 
it  freely  without  breaking  the  secret  seal  of 
the  confessional.  Now  what  troubles  you  is 
that,  probably,  when  a  good  number  of  those 
women  have  confessed  to  you  what  they  had 
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done  with  their  confessor,  you  have  not  asked 
them  how  long  it  was  since  they  had  sinned 
with  him,  and  in  spite  of  yourselves  you  think 
that  I  am  the  guilty  man.  This  does,  naturally, 
embarrass  you  when  you  are  in  my  presence 
and  at  my  table.  But  please  ask  them, 
when  they  come  again  to  confess,  how  many 
months  or  years  have  passed  away  since  their 
last  love  affair  with  a  confessor,  and  you  will 
see  that  you  may  suppose  that  you  are  in  the 
house  of  an  honest  man.  You  may  look  me 
in  my  face  and  have  no  fear  to  address  me 
as  if  I  were  still  worthy  of  your  esteem ; 
for,  thanks  be  to  God,  I  am  not  the  guilty 
priest  who  has  ruined  and  destroyed  so  many 
souls  here.” 

The  curate  had  hardly  pronounced  the  last 
word  when  a  general  “We  thank  you ;  for 
you  have  taken  away  a  mountain  from  our 
shoulders,”  fell  from  almost  every  lip.  “  It  is  a 
fact  that,  notwithstanding  the  good  opinion  we 
had  of  you,”  said  several,  “  we  were  in  fear 
that  you  had  missed  the  right  track,  and  fallen 
down  with  your  fair  penitents  into  the  ditch.” 
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I  felt  myself  miicli  relieved ;  for  I  was  one 
of  those  who,  in  spite  of  myself,  had  my 
secret  fears  about  the  honesty  of  our  host. 
When,  very  early  the  next  morning,  I  had 
begun  to  hear  the  confessions,  one  of  those 
unfortunate  victims  of  the  confessor’s  de¬ 
pravity  came  to  me,  and  in  the  midst  of 
many  tears  and  sobs  she  told  me  with  great 
details  what  I  repeat  here  in  a  few  lines  : — 

“  I  was  only  nine  years  old  when  my  first 
confessor  began  to  do  very  criminal  things 
with  me  when  I  was  at  his  feet,  confessing 
my  sins.  At  first  I  was  ashamed  and  much 
disgusted;  but  soon  after  I  became  so  de¬ 
praved  that  I  was  looking  eagerly  for  every 
opportunity  of  meeting  him  either  in  his  own 
house,  in  the  church,  in  the  vestry,  and 
many  times  in  his  own  garden  when  it  was 
dark  at  night.  That  priest  did  not  remain 
very  long;  he  was  removed,  to  my  great 
regret,  to  another  place,  where  he  died.  He 
was  succeeded  by  another  one,  who  seemed 
at  first  to  be  a  very  holy  man.  I  made  to  him 
a  general  confession  with,  it  seems  to  me,  a 
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sincere  desire  to  give  up  for  ever  that  sinful 
life,  but  I  fear  that  my  confessions  became  a 
cause  of  sin  to  that  good  priest ;  for  not  long 
after  my  confession  was  finished,  he  declared 
to  me  in  the  confessional  his  love,  with  such 
passionate  wrords  that  he  soon  brought  me 
down  again  into  my  former  criminal  habits 
with  him.  This  lasted  six  years,  when  my 
parents  removed  to  this  place.  I  was  very 
glad  of  it,  for  I  hoped  that,  being  far  away 
from  him,  I  should  not  be  any  more  a  cause 
of  sin  to  him,  and  that  I  might  begin  a  better 
life.  But  the  fourth  time  that  I  went  to 
confess  to  my  new  confessor,  he  invited  me 
to  go  to  his  room,  where  we  did  things  so 
horrible  together  that  I  do  not  know  how  to 
confess  them.  It  was  two  days  before  my 
marriage,  and  the  only  child  I  have  had  is 
the  fruit  of  that  sinful  hour.  After  my 
marriage  I  continued  the  same  criminal  life 
with  my  confessor.  He  was  the  friend  of 
my  husband ;  we  had  many  opportunities  of 
meeting  each  other,  not  only  when  I  was 
going  to  confess,  but  when  my  husband  was 
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absent  and  my  child  was  at  school.  It  was 
evident  to  me  that  several  other  women  were 
as  miserable  and  criminal  as  I  was  myself. 
This  sinful  intercourse  with  my  confessor 
went  on  till  God  Almighty  stopped  it  with  a 
real  thunderbolt.  My  dear  only  daughter 
had  gone  to  confess  and  receive  the  holy  com¬ 
munion.  As  she  had  come  back  from  church 
much  later  than  I  expected,  I  inquired  the 
reason  which  had  kept  her  so  long.  She 
then  threw  herself  into  my  arms,  and  with 
convulsive  cries  said  :  £  Dear  mother,  do  not 
ask  me  any  more  to  go  to  confess  .... 
Oh !  if  you  could  know  what  my  confessor 
has  asked  me  when  I  was  at  his  feet !  and  if 
you  could  know  what  he  has  done  with  me, 
and  what  he  has  forced  me  to  do  with  him 
when  he  had  me  alone  in  his  parlour  !  ’ 

“  My  poor  child  could  not  speak  any  longer, 
she  fainted  in  my  arms. 

“  But  as  soon  as  she  recovered,  with¬ 
out  losing  a  minute,  I  dressed  myself,  and, 
full  of  an  inexpressible  rage,  I  directed  my 
steps  towards  the  parsonage.  But  before 
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leaving  my  house  I  had  concealed  under  my 
shawl  a  sharp  butcher’s  knife  to  stab  and 
kill  the  villain  who  had  destroyed  my  dearly 
beloved  child.  Fortunately  for  that  priest 
God  changed  my  mind  before  I  entered  his 
room — my  words  to  him  were  few  and  sharp. 
‘  You  are  a  monster  !’  I  said  to  him.  4  Not 
satisfied  to  have  destroyed  me,  you  want  to 
destroy  my  own  dear  child  which  is  yours 
also  !  Shame  upon  you !  I  had  come  with 
this  knife  to  put  an  end  to  your  infamies, 
but  so  short  a  punishment  would  be  too  mild 
a  one  for  such  a  monster.  I  want  you  to 
live,  that  you  may  bear  upon  your  head  the 
curse  of  the  too  unsuspecting  and  unguarded 
friends  whom  you  have  so  cruelly  deceived 
and  betrayed ;  I  want  you  to  live  with  the 
consciousness  that  you  are  known  by  me  and 
many  others,  as  one  of  the  most  infamous 
monsters  who  have  ever  defiled  this  world. 
But  know  that  if  you  are  not  away  from 
this  place  before  the  end  of  this  week,  I  will 
reveal  everything  to  my  husband,  and  you 
may  be  sure  that  he  will  not  let  you  live 
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twenty-four  hours  longer,  for  lie  sincerely 
thinks  that  your  daughter  is  his,  and  he  will 
be  the  avenger  of  her  honour !  I  go  to  de¬ 
nounce  you  this  very  day  to  the  bishop,  that 
he  may  take  you  away  from  this  parish, 
which  you  have  so  shamelessly  polluted.’ 

“  The  priest  threw  himself  at  my  feet,  and, 
with  tears,  asked  my  pardon,  imploring  me 
not  to  denounce  him  to  the  bishop,  promising 
that  he  would  change  his  life  and  begin  to 
live  as  a  good  priest.  But  I  remained  inex¬ 
orable.  I  went  to  the  bishop,  made  my 
deposition,  and  warned  his  lordship  of  the 
sad  consequences  which  would  follow,  if  he 
kept  that  curate  any  longer  in  this  place,  as 
he  seemed  inclined  to  do.  But  before  the 
eight  days  had  expired,  he  was  put  at  the 
head  of  another  parish,  not  very  far  away 
from  here.” 

The  reader  will,  perhaps,  like  to  know 
what  has  become  of  this  priest. 

He  has  remained  at  the  head  of  that  most 

beautiful  parish  of - ,  as  curate,  where,  I 

know  it,  he  continued  to  destroy  his  peni- 
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tents,  till  a  few  years  after  lie  died,  witli  the 
reputation  of  a  good  priest,  an  amiable  man, 
and  a  holy  confessor  ! 

“  For  the  mystery  of  iniquity  doth  already 
work :  .  .  .  . 

“  And  then  shall  that  Wicked  be  revealed, 
whom  the  Lord  shall  consume  with  the  spirit 
of  His  mouth,  and  shall  destroy  with  the 
brightness  of  His  coming  : 

“  Even  Him,  whose  coming  is  after  the 
working  of  Satan  with  all  poAer  and  signs  and 
lying  wonders, 

“And  with  all  deceivableness  of  unrigdite- 
ousness  in  them  that  perish;  because  they 
received  not  the  love  of  the  truth,  that  they 
might  be  saved. 

“  And  for  this  cause  God  shall  send  them 
strong  delusion,  that  they  should  believe  a 
lie  : 

“  That  they  all  might  be  damned  who 
believed  not  the  truth,  but  had  pleasure  in 
unrighteousness.”  (2  Thess.  ii.  7 — 12.) 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

SHOULD  AURICULAR  CONFESSION  BE 
TOLERATED  AMONG  CIVILIZED  NA¬ 
TIONS  ? 


Let  my  readers  get  Dens  or  Liguori,  and  the 
most  incredulous  will  learn  for  themselves 
that  the  world,  even  in  the  darkest  ages  of 
old  paganism,  has  never  seen  anything  so 
infamous  and  degrading  as  auricular  con¬ 
fession. 

To  say  that  auricular  confession  purifies 
the  soul  is  not  less  ridiculous  and  silly  than 
to  say  that  the  white  robe  of  the  virgin,  or 
the  lily  of  the  valley,  will  become  whiter  by 
being  dipped  into  a  bottle  of  black  ink. 

Has  not  the  Pope’s  celibate,  by  studying 
his  books  before  he  goes  to  the  confessional- 
box,  corrupted  his  own  heart,  and  plunged  his 
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mind,  memory,  and  soul  into  an  atmosphere 
of  impurity  which  would  have  been  intolerable 
even  to  the  people  of  Sodom  ? 

We  ask  it  not  only  in  the  name  of  religion, 
but  of  common  sense,  How  can  that  man, 
whose  heart  and  memory  are  just  made  the 
reservoir  of  all  the  grossest  impurities  the 
world  has  ever  known,  help  others  to  be 
chaste  and  pure  ? 

The  idolaters  of  India  believe  that  they 
will  be  purified  from  their  sins  by  drinking 
the  water  with  which  they  have  just  washed 
the  feet  of  their  priests. 

What  a  monstrous  doctrine  !  The  souls 
of  men  purified  by  the  water  which  has 
washed  the  feet  of  a  miserable,  sinful  man  ! 
Is  there  any  religion  more  monstrous  and 
diabolical  than  the  Brahmin  religion  ? 

Yes,  there  is  one  more  monstrous,  deceit¬ 
ful,  and  contaminating  than  that.  It  is  the 
religion  which  teaches  that  the  soul  of  man 
is  purified  by  a  few  magical  words  (called 
absolution),  which  come  from  the  lips  of  a 
miserable  sinner  whose  heart  and  intelligence 


A NJD  THE  CONFESSIONAL  OF  LOME.  175 

have  just  been  filled  by  tbe  unmentionable 
impurities  of  Dens,  Liguori,  Debreyne,  Ken- 
rick,  &c.,  &c.  For  if  the  poor  Indian’s  soul  is 
not  purified  by  the  drinking  of  the  holy  (?) 
water  which  has  touched  the  feet  of  his 
priest,  at  least  that  soul  cannot  be  contami¬ 
nated  by  it.  But  who  does  not  clearly  see  that 
the  drinking  of  the  vile  questions  of  the  con¬ 
fessor  contaminate,  defile,  and  damn  the  soul  ? 

Who  has  not  been  filled  with  deep  com¬ 
passion  and  pity  for  those  poor  idolaters  of 
Hindustan  who  believe  that  they  will  secure 
to  themselves  a  happy  passage  to  the  next 
life  if  they  have  the  good  luck  to  die  when 
holding:  in  their  hands  the  tail  of  a  cow? 
But  there  are  people  among  us  who  are  not 
less  worthy  of  our  supreme  compassion  and 
pity,  for  they  hope  that  they  will  be  purified 
from  their  sins  and  be  for  ever  happy  if  a  few 
magical  words  (called  absolution)  fall  upon 
their  souls  from  the  polluted  lips  of  a  mise¬ 
rable  sinner  sent  by  the  Pope  of  Rome. 
The  dirty  tail  of  a  cow  and  the  magical 
words  of  a  confessor  to  purify  the  souls  and 
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wash  away  the  sins  of  the  world  are  equally 
inventions  of  the  Devil.  Both  religions  come 
from  Satan,  for  they  equally  substitute  the 
magical  power  of  vile  creatures  for  the 
blood  of  Christ  to  save  the  guilty  children 
of  Adam.  They  both  ignore  :£  that  the  blood 
of  the  Lamb  alone  cleansetli  us  from  all  sin.” 

Yes  !  auricular  confession  is  a  public  act 
of  idolatry.  It  is  asking  from  a  man  what 
God  alone,  through  His  Son  Jesus,  can  grant 
forgiveness  of  sins.  Has  the  Saviour  of  the 
world  ever  said  to  sinners,  “Go  to  this  or 
that  man  for  repentance,  pardon,  and  peace”? 
No;  but  He  has  said  to  all  sinners,  “Come 
unto  Me.”  And  from  that  day  to  the  end  of 
the  world  all  the  echoes  of  heaven  and  earth 
will  repeat  these  words  of  the  merciful  Saviour 
to  all  the  lost  children  of  Adam,  “  Come 
unto  Me.” 

When  Christ  gave  to  His  disciples  the 
power  of  the  keys  in  these  words,  “  What¬ 
soever  ye  shall  bind  on  earth  shall  be  bound 
in  heaven,  and  whatsoever  ye  shall  loose  on 
earth  shall  be  loosed  in  heaven”  (Matt. 


AND  THE  CONFESSIONAL  OF  HOME.  177 

xviii.  18),  He  had  just  explained  His  mind 
by  saying*,  “  If  thy  brother  shall  trespass 
against  thee”  (v.  15).  The  Son  of  God  Him¬ 
self  in  that  solemn  hour  protested  against 
the  stupendous  imposture  of  Rome  by  telling 
us  positively  that  that  power  of  binding  and 
loosing,  forgiving  and  retaining  sins,  was  only 
in  reference  to  sins  committed  against  each 
other.  Peter  had  correctly  understood  his 
Master’s  words  when  he  asked,  “  How  oft 
shall  my  brother  sin  against  me  and  I  forgive 
him  ?” 

And  in  order  that  His  true  disciples  might 
not  be  shaken  by  the  sophisms  of  Rome, 
or  by  the  glittering  nonsense  of  that  band 
of  silly  half-Popish  sect  called  Tractarians, 
or  Ritualists,  the  merciful  Saviour  gave  the 
admirable  parable  of  the  poor  servant,  which 
He  closed  by  what  He  has  so  often  repeated, 
“  So  likewise  shall  my  Heavenly  Father  do 
also  unto  you,  if  ye  from  your  hearts  forgive 
not  every  one  his  brother  their  trespasses” 
(Matt,  xviii.  35). 

Not  long  before,  He  had  again  mercifully 
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given  us  His  whole  mind  about  the  obligation 
and  power  which  every  one  of  His  disciples 
had  of  forgiving  :  ‘  For  if  ye  forgive  men 
their  trespasses,  your  Heavenly  Father  will 
also  forgive  you  :  but  if  ye  forgive  not  men 
their  trespasses,  neither  will  your  Father 
forgive  your  trespasses  ”  (Matt.  vi.  14,  15). 

“  Be  ye  therefore  merciful,  as  your  Father 
also  is  merciful ;  .  .  .  .  forgive  and  ye  shall 
be  forgiven  ”  (Luke  vi.  36,  37). 

Auricular  Confession,  as  the  Rev.  Hr. 
Wainwright  has  so  eloquently  put  it  in  his 
“  Confession  not  Auricular,”  is  a  diabolical 
caricature  of  the  forgiveness  of  sin  through 
the  blood  of  Christ,  just  as  the  impious  dogma 
of  Transubstantiation  is  a  monstrous  carica¬ 
ture  of  the  salvation  of  the  world  through  His 
death. 

The  Romanists  and  their  ugly  tail,  the  High 
Church  Episcopalian  party,  make  a  great  noise 
about  the  words  of  our  Saviour  in  St.  John  : 
“  Whose  soever  sins  ye  remit,  they  are  re¬ 
mitted  unto  them  :  and  whose  soever  sins'  ye 
retain,  they  are  retained  ”  (John  xx.  23). 
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But  our  Saviour  had  Himself,  once  for  all, 
explained  what  He  meant  by  forgiving  and 
retaining  sins— (Matt,  xviii.  35  ;  Matt.  vi.  14, 
15 ;  Luke  vi.  36,  37). 

Nobody  but  wilfully-blind  men  could  mis¬ 
understand  Him.  Besides  that,  the  Holy 
Ghost  Himself  has  mercifully  taken  care  that 
we  should  not  be  deceived  by  the  lying  tradi¬ 
tions  of  men  on  that  important  subject,  when 
in  St.  Luke  He  gave  us  the  explanation  of  the 
meaning  of  John  xx.  23,  by  telling  us,  «  Thus 
it  behoved  Christ  to  suffer,  and  to  rise  from 
the  dead  the  third  day  :  and  that  repentance 
and  remission  of  sins  should  be  preached  in 
His  name  among  all  nations,  beginning  at 
Jerusalem”  (Luke  xxiv.  46,  47). 

In  order  that  we  may  better  understand 
the  words  of  our  Saviour  in  St.  John  xx.  23, 
let  us  put  them  face  to  face  with  His  own 
explanations  (Luke  xxiv.  46,  47) : — 


LUKE  XXIV. 

33.  And  they  rose  up  the  same 
hour,  and  returned  to  Jerusalem, 
and  found  the  eleven  gathered 
together,  and  them  that  were 
with  them. 


JOHN  XX. 

18.  Mary  Magdalene  came  and 
told  the  disciples  that  she  had 
seen  the  Lord,  and  that  he  had 
spoken  these  things  unto  her. 
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LUKE  XXIV. 

34.  Saying,  The  Lord  is  risen 
indeed,  and  hath  appeared  to 
Simon . 

36.  And  as  they  thus  spake, 
Jesus  himself  stood  in  the  midst 
of  them,  and  saitli  unto  them, 
Peace  be  unto  you. 

37.  But  they  were  terrified 
and  affrighted,  and  supposed  that 
they  had  seen  a  spirit. 

38.  And  he  said  unto  them. 
Why  are  ye  troubled  ?  and  why 
do  thoughts  arise  in  your  hearts  ? 

39.  Behold  my  hands  and  my 
feet,  that  it  is  I  myself :  handle 
me,  and  see ;  for  a  spirit  hath  not 
flesh  and  bones,  as  ye  see  me  have. 

40.  And  when  he  had  thus 
spoken,  be  shewed  them  his 
hands  and  his  feet. 

41.  And  while  they  yet  be¬ 
lieved  not  for  joy,  and  wondered, 
he  said  unto  them,  Have  ye  here 
any  meat  ? 

42.  And  they  gave  him  a  piece 
of  a  broiled  fish,  and  of  an  honey¬ 
comb. 

43.  And  he  took  it,  and  did 
eat  before  them. 

44.  And  he  said  unto  them, 
These  are  the  words  which  I 
spake  unto  you,  while  I  was  yet 
with  you,  that  all  things  must 
be  fulfilled,  which  were  written 
in  the  law  of  Moses,  and  in  the 
prophets,  and  in  the  psalms, 
concerning  me. 

45.  Then  opened  he  their 
understanding,  that  they  might 
understand  the  scriptures, 

46.  And  said  unto  them, 


THE  WOMAN, 

JOHN  XX. 


19.  Then  the  same  day  at 
evening,  being  the  first  day  of 
the  week,  when  the  doors  were 
shut  where  the  disciples  were 
assembled  for  fear  of  the  Jews, 
came  Jesus  and  stood  in  the 
midst,  and  saitli  unto  them. 
Peace  be  unto  you. 

20.  And  when  he  had  so  said, 
he  shewed  unto  them  his  hands 
and  his  side.  Then  were  the 
disciples  glad,  when  they  saw  the 
Lord. 


21.  Then  said  Jesus  to  them 
again,  Peace  be  unto  you  :  as  my 
Father  hath  sent  me,  even  so 
send  I  you. 


22.  And  when  he  had  said 
this,  he  breathed  on  them,  and 
saith  unto  them,  Receive  ye  the 
Holy  Ghost :  g 
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LUKE  XXIV. 

Thus  it  is  written,  and  thus  it 
behoved  Christ  to  sufi’er,  and  to 
rise  from  the  dead  the  third  day  : 

47.  And  that  repentance  and 
remission  of  sins  should  be 
preached  in  his  name  among  all 
nations,  beginning  at  Jerusalem. 


JOHN  XX. 


23.  Whose  soever  sins  ye 
remit,  they  are  remitted  unto 
them  ;  and  whose  soever  sins  ye 
retain,  they  are  retained. 


Three  things  are  evident  from  comparing 
the  report  of  St.  John  and  St.  Luke  : — 

1.  They  speak  of  the  same  event,  though 
one  of  them  gives  certain  details  omitted  by 
the  other,  as  we  find  in  the  rest  of  the 
gospels. 

2.  The  words  of  St.John,  “Whosesoever  sins 
ye  remit,  they  are  remitted  ;  and  whose  soever 
sins  ye  retain,  they  are  retained,”  are  explained 
by  the  Holy  Ghost  Himself,  in  St.  Luke,  as 
meaning  that  the  Apostles  shall  preach  repen¬ 
tance  and  forgiveness  of  sins  through  Christ. 
It  is  just  what  our  Saviour  has  Himself  said 
in  St.  Matt.  ix.  13  :  “  But  go  ye  and  learn 
what  that  meaneth,  I  will  have  mercy,  and 
not  sacrifice :  for  I  am  not  come  to  call  the 
righteous,  but  sinners  to  repentance.” 

It  is  just  the  same  doctrine  taught  by  Peter 
(Acts  ii.  38) :  “  Then  Peter  said  unto  them,  Be- 
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pent,  and  be  baptized  every  one  of  you  in  the 
name  of  Jesus  Christ  for  the  remission  of  sins, 
and  ye  shall  receive  the  gift  of  the  Holy 
Ghost.” 

Just  the  same  doctrine  of  the  forgiveness  of 
sins,  not  through  auricular  confession  or  ab¬ 
solution,  but  through  the  preaching  of  the 
Word:  “Be  it  known  unto  you  therefore, 
men  and  brethren,  that  through  this  man  is 
preached  unto  you  the  forgiveness  of  sins  ” 
(Acts  xiii.  38). 

The  third  thing  which  is  evident  is  that  the 
Apostles  were  not  alone  when  Christ  appeared 
and  spoke,  but  that  several  of  His  other  dis¬ 
ciples,  even  some  women,  were  there. 

If  the  Romanists,  then,  could  prove  that 
Christ  established  auricular  confession,  and 
gave  the  power  of  absolution,  by  what  He  said 
in  that  solemn  hour,  women  as  well  as  men — 
in  fact,  every  believer  in  Christ — would  be 
authorized  to  hear  confessions  and  give  abso¬ 
lution.  The  Holy  Ghost  was  not  promised 
or  given  only  to  the  Apostles,  but  to  every  be¬ 
liever,  as  we  see  in  Acts  i.  15,  and  ii.  1,  2,  3. 
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But  the  Gospel  of  Christ,  as  the  history  of 
the  first  ten  centuries  of  Christianity,  is  the 
witness  that  auricular  confession  and  absolu¬ 
tion  are  nothing  else  but  a  sacrilegious  as  well 
as  a  most  stupendous  imposture. 

What  tremendous  efforts  the  priests  of 
Rome  have  made  these  last  five  centuries,  and 
are  still  making,  to  persuade  their  dupes  that 
the  Son  of  God  was  making  of  them  a  pri¬ 
vileged  caste,  a  caste  endowed  with  the  Divine 
and  exclusive  power  of  opening  and  shutting 
the  gates  of  Heaven,  when  He  said,  “  What¬ 
soever  ye  shall  bind  on  earth  shall  be  bound 
in  Heaven,  and  whatsoever  ye  shall  loose  on 
earth  shall  be  loosed  in  Heaven.” 

But  our  adorable  Saviour,  who  perfectly 
foresaw  those  diabolical  efforts  on  the  part  of 
the  priests  of  Rome,  entirely  upset  every  ves¬ 
tige  of  their  foundation  by  saying  immediately, 
“  Again  I  say  unto  you,  That  if  two  of  you 
shall  agree  on  earth  as  touching  any  thing  that 
they  shall  ask,  it  shall  be  done  for  them  of  my 
Father  which  is  in  Heaven.  For  where  two  or 
three  are  gathered  together  in  my  name,  there 
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am  I  in  the  midst  of  them  ”  (Matt,  xviii. 
19,  20). 

W ould  the  priests  of  Rome  attempt  to  make 
us  believe  that  these  words  of  the  19th  and 
20th  verses  are  addressed  to  them  exclusively  ? 
They  have  not  yet  dared  to  say  it.  They  con¬ 
fess  that  these  words  are  addressed  to  all  His 
disciples.  But  our  Saviour  positively  says 
that  the  other  words,  implicating  the  so-called 
power  of  the  priests  to  hear  the  confession  and 
give  the  absolution,  are  addressed  to  the  very 
some  persons — “  I  say  unto  you,”  &c.,  &c. 
The  you  of  the  19th  and  20th  verses  is  the 
same  you  of  the  1 8th.  The  power  of  loosing 
and  unloosing  is,  then,  given  to  all — those 
who  would  be  offended  and  would  forgive. 
Then,  our  Saviour  had  not  in  His  mind  to  form 
a  caste  of  men  with  any  marvellous  power 
over  the  rest  of  His  disciples.  The  priests  of 
Rome,  then,  are  impostors,  and  nothing  else, 
when  they  say  that  the  power  of  loosing  and 
unloosing  sins  was  exclusively  granted  to 
them. 

Instead  of  going  to  the  confessor,  let  the 
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Christian  go  to  his  merciful  God,  through 
Christ,  and  say,  “Forgive  us  our  trespasses 
as  we  forgive  them  that  trespass  against  us.” 
This  is  the  Truth,  not  as  it  comes  from  the 
Vatican,  but  as  it  comes  from  Calvarv,  where 
our  debts  were  paid,  with  the  only  condition 
that  we  should  believe,  repent,  and  love. 

Have  not  the  Popes  publicly  and  repeatedly 
anathematized  the  sacred  principle  of  Liberty 
of  Conscience  ?  Have  they  not  boldly  said, 
in  the  teeth  of  the  nations  of  Europe,  that 
Liberty  of  Conscience  must  be  destroyed — 
killed  at  any  cost  ?  Yes,  the  whole  world 
has  heard  the  sentence  of  death  to  Liberty 
coming  from  the  lips  of  the  old  man  of  the 
Vatican.  But  where  is  the  scaffold  on  which 
the  doomed  Liberty  must  perish  ?  That  scaf¬ 
fold  is  the  confessional-box.  Yes,  in  the 
confessional,  the  Pope  has  his  100,000  high 
executioners  !  There  they  are,  day  and  night, 
with  sharp  daggers  in  hand,  stabbing  Liberty 
to  the  heart. 

In  vain  will  noble  France  expel  her  old 
tyrants  to  be  free ;  in  vain  will  she  shed  the 
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purest  blood  of  ber  heart  to  protect  and  save 
Liberty  !  True  Liberty  cannot  live  a  day 
there  so  long  as  the  executioners  of  the  Pope 
are  free  to  stab  her  on  their  100,000  scaffolds. 

In  vain  chivalrous  Spain  will  call  Liberty 
to  give  a  new  life  to  her  people.  She  can¬ 
not  set  her  feet  there  except  to  die,  so  long 
as  the  Pope  is  allowed  to  strike  her  in  his 
50,000  confessionals. 

And  noble  England,  too,  will  see  all  her  so 
dearly-bought  liberties  destroyed  the  day  that 
the  confessional-box  is  again  reared  in  her 
midst. 

Auricular  Confession  and  Liberty  cannot 
stand  together  on  the  same  ground ;  either 
one  or  the  other  must  fall. 

Liberty  must  sweep  away  the  confessional, 
as  she  has  swept  away  the  demon  of  slavery, 
or  she  is  doomed  to  perish. 

Can  a  man  be  free  in  his  own  house,  so 
long  as  there  is  another  who  has  the  legal 
right  to  spy  all  his  actions,  and  direct  not 
only  every  step,  but  every  thought  of  his 
wife  and  children  ?  Can  that  man  boast  of  a 
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home  whose  wife  and  chidren  are  under  the 
control  of  another  ?  Is  not  that  unfortunate 
man  really  the  slave  of  the  ruler  and  master 
of  his  household  ?  And  when  a  whole  nation 
is  composed  of  such  husbands  and  fathers,  is 
it  not  a  nation  of  abject,  degraded  slaves  ? 

To  a  thinking  man,  one  of  the  most  strange 
phenomena  is  that  our  modern  nations  allow 
all  their  most  sacred  rights  to  be  trampled 
under  feet,  and  destroyed  by  the  public, 
sworn  enemies  of  Liberty,  through  a  mistaken 
respect  and  love  for  that  same  Liberty  ! 

No  people  have  more  respect  for  Liberty  of 
Conscience  than  the  Americans ;  but  has  the 
noble  State  of  Illinois  allowed  Joe  Smith  and 
Brigham  Young  to  degrade  and  enslave  the 
American  women  under  the  pretext  of  Liberty 
of  Conscience,  appealed  to  by  the  so-called 
“  Latter-day  Saints  ?”  No  !  The  ground  was 
soon  made  too  hot  for  the  tender  consciences 
of  the  modern  prophets.  Joe  Smith  perished 
when  attempting  to  keep  his  twenty  captive 
wives  in  his  chains,  and  Brigham  Young  had 
to  fly  to  the  solitudes  of  the  Far  West,  to 
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enjoy  wliat  he  called  his  liberty  of  conscience 
with  the  thirty  women  he  had  degraded  and 
enchained  under  his  yoke.  But  even  in  that 
remote  solitude  the  false  prophet  has  heard 
the  distant  peals  of  the  roaring  thunder.  The 
threatening  voice  of  the  great  Bepublic  has 
troubled  his  rest,  and  he  wisely  speaks  of 
going  as  much  as  possible  out  of  the  reach 
of  Christian  civilization,  before  the  dark  and 
threatening  clouds  which  he  sees  on  the 
horizon  will  hurl  upon  him  their  irresistible 
storms. 

Will  Great  Britain  blame  the  American 
people  for  so  going  to  the  rescue  of  woman? 
No,  surely  not. 

But  what  is  this  confessional-box  ?  Nothing 
but  a  citadel  and  stronghold  of  Mormonism. 

What  is  this  Father  Confessor,  with  few 
exceptions,  but  a  lucky  Brigham  Young  ? 

I  do  not  want  to  be  believed  on  my  ipse 
dixit.  What  I  ask  from  serious  thinkers  is, 
that  they  should  read  the  encyclicals  of  the 
Piuses,  the  Gregorys,  the  Benoits,  and  many 
other  Popes,  “  De  Sollicitantibus.”  There 
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they  will  see,  with  their  own  eyes,  that,  as  a 
general  thing,  the  confessor  has  more  women 
to  serve  him  than  the  Mormon  prophets  ever 
had.  Let  them  read  the  memoirs  of  one  of 
the  most  venerable  men  of  the  Church  of 
Rome,  Bishop  de  Ricci,  and  they  will  see, 
with  their  own  eyes,  that  the  confessors  are 
more  free  with  their  penitents,  even  nuns, 
than  husbands  are  with  their  wives.  Let 
them  hear  the  testimony  of  one  of  the  noblest 
princesses  of  Italy,  Henrietta  Carraciolo,  who 
still  lives,  and  they  will  know  that  the  Mor¬ 
mons  have  more  respect  for  woman  than  the 
greater  part  of  the  confessors  have.  Let  them 
hear  the  lamentations  of  Cardinal  Beronius, 
Saint  Bernard,  Savanarola,  Pius,  Gregory,  St. 
Therese,  St.  Liguory,  on  the  unspeakable  and 
irreparable  ruin  spread  all  along  the  ways  and 
all  over  the  countries  hunted  by  the  Pope’s 
confessors,  and  they  will  know  that  the  con¬ 
fessional-box  is  the  daily  witness  of  abomina¬ 
tions  which  would  hardly  have  been  tolerated 
in  the  lands  of  Sodom  and  Gomorrha.  Let 
the  legislators,  the  fathers  and  husbands  of 
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every  nation  and  tongue,  interrogate  Father 
Gavazzi,  Hyacinthe,  and  tbethousands  of  living 
priests  who,  like  myself,  have  miraculously 
been  taken  out  from  that  Egyptian  servitude 
to  the  promised  land,  and  they  will  tell  you 
the  same  old,  old  story — that  the  con¬ 
fessional-box  is,  for  the  greatest  part  of 
the  confessors  and  female  penitents,  a  real 
pit  of  perdition,  into  which  they  promis¬ 
cuously  fall  and  perish.  Yes;  they  will 
tell  you  that  the  soul  and  heart  of  your 
wife  and  daughter  are  purified  by  the 
magical  words  of  the  confessional,  just  as 
the  souls  of  the  poor  idolaters  of  Hindoo- 
stan  are  purified  by  the  tail  of  the  cow 
which  they  hold  in  their  hands  when  they 
die.  Study  the  pages  of  the  past  history 
of  England,  France,  Italy,  Spain,  &c.,  &c., 
and  you  will  see  that  the  gravest  and 
most  reliable  historians  have  everywhere 
found  mysteries  of  iniquity  in  the  confes¬ 
sional-box,  which  their  pen  refused  to  trace. 

In  the  presence  of  such  public,  undeniable, 
and  lamentable  facts,  have  not  the  civilized 
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nations  a  duty  to  perform?  Is  it  not  time 
that  the  children  of  light,  the  true  disciples  of 
the  Gospel,  all  over  the  world,  should  rally 
round  the  banners  of  Christ,  and  go,  shoulder 
to  shoulder,  to  the  rescue  of  woman  ? 

Woman  is  to  society  what  the  roots  are  to 
the  most  precious  trees  of  your  orchard.  If 
you  would  know  that  a  thousand  worms  are 
biting  the  roots  of  those  noble  trees,  that  their 
leaves  are  already  fading  away,  their  rich 
fruits,  though  yet  unripe,  are  falling  on  the 
ground,  would  you  not  unearth  the  roots  and 
sweep  away  the  worms  ? 

The  confessor  is  the  worm  which  is  biting, 
polluting,  and  destroying  the  very  roots  of 
civil  and  religious  society,  by  contaminating, 
debasing,  and  enslaving  woman. 

Before  the  nations  can  see  the  reign  of  peace, 
happiness,  and  liberty,  which  Christ  has  pro¬ 
mised,  they  must,  like  the  Israelites,  pull 
down  the  walls  of  Jericho.  The  confessional 
is  the  modern  Jericho,  which  proudly  and 
defiantly  dares  the  children  of  God  ! 

Let,  then,  the  people  of  the  Lord,  the  true 
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soldiers  of  Christ,  rise  up  and  rally  around 
His  banners  ;  and  let  them  fearlessly  inarch, 
shoulder  to  shoulder,  on  the  doomed  city:  let 
all  the  trumpets  of  Israel  be  sounded  around 
its  walls  :  let  fervent  prayers  go  to  the  throne 
of  Mercy,  from  the  heart  of  every  one  for 
whom  the  Lamb  has  been  slain  :  let  such  a 
unanimous  cry  of  indignation  be  heard, 
through  the  length  and  breadth  of  the  land, 
against  that  greatest  and  most  monstrous  im¬ 
posture  of  modern  times,  that  the  earth  will 
tremble  under  the  feet  of  the  confessor,  so 
that  his  very  knees  will  shake,  and  soon  the 
walls  of  Jericho  will  fall,  the  confessional  will 
disappear,  and  its  unspeakable  pollutions  will 
no  more  imperil  the  very  existence  of  society. 

Then  the  multitudes  who  were  kept  captive 
will  come  to  the  Lamb,  who  will  make  them 
pure  with  His  blood  and  free  with  His  word. 

Then  the  redeemed  nations  will  sing  a  song 
of  joy :  “  Babylon,  the  great,  the  mother  of 
harlots  and  abominations  of  the  earth,  is 
fallen !  fallen  !” 


FATHER  CHINIQUY  ON  THE 
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The  New  York  Daily  Witness  of  February,  1874 
(published  by  Mr.  John  Dougall  of  the  Montreal 
Witness),  copies  the  remarkable  exposure  of  the 
Confessional  made  a  few  weeks  ago  in  our 
columns,  and  prefaces  the  article  with  the  fol¬ 
lowing  remarks  : — 

“We  may  explain  that  Father  Chiniquy  was  one  of  the  ablest 
and  most  influential  priests  of  the  Church  of  Rome  in  Canada  ; 
that  the  parish  to  which  he  ministered  was  the  populous  and 
beautifully-situated  parish  of  Beauport,  half-way  between  the 
city  of  Quebec  and  the  falls  of  Montmorency ;  that  he  con¬ 
verted  the  entire  parish  to  temperance  principles,  and  was 
invited  to  other  parishes  all  over  Lower  Canada,  to  labour  in 
the  temperance  cause  ;  that,  being  the  most  eloquent  man  in 
Lower  Canada,  and  thoroughly  in  earnest,  his  labours  were 
followed  by  effects  similar  to  those  of  Father  Matthew  in 
Ireland ;  that  he  was  as  popular  among  Protestants  as 
Catholics  ;  that  his  growing  influence  and  popularity  excited 
alarm  and  jealousy  among  priests  and  dignitaries  of  the 
Church  ;  that  he  added  abuse  of  the  Swiss  missionaries,  then 
commencing  their  evangelical  labours  in  Canada,  to  his 
temperance  discourses,  which  made  him  lose  favour  with 
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Protestants  ;  that  he  led  out  a  colony  of  French  Canadians  to 
Illinois  who  settled  on  a  fine  tract  of  land  he  had  secured  in 
Kankakee  County,  which  he  called  St.  Ann  ;  that  there  he 
rebelled  against  the  tyranny  of  the  Roman  Catholic  Bishop  of 
Chicago,  and  by  studying  the  Scriptures  found  that  the  Church 
of  Rome  was  in  error ;  that  his  large  congregation  stood  by 
him  in  his  opposition  to  the  Bishop,  and  finally  left  the 
Church  of  Rome  with  him  ;  that  he  has  since  been  an  earnest 
preacher  of  Divine  truth,  as  understood  by  Protestants,  and 
has  been  instrumental  in  training  quite  a  number  of  French- 
Canadian  young  men  for  the  ministry.  He  maintains  cor¬ 
respondence  with  many  in  Canada,  and  his  ecclesiastical 
connection  is  with  the  Presbyterian  Church  of  Canada, — a 
body  which  is  in  close  relations  with  the  Scotch  Free  Church. 
Father  Chiniquy  from  time  to  time  visits  and  preaches  in 
Canada,  where  he  has  been  mobbed  and  maltreated  even  in  a 
Protestant  Church :  and  the  same  thing  happened  to  him  some 
months  ago  at  Antigonish,  Nova  Scotia.  On  that  occasion 
Ins  life  and  that  of  the  Presbyterian  minister  who  invited  him  to 
his  pulpit  were  in  danger,  this  riot  created  great  excitement, 
and  led  to  many  articles  in  the  newspapers. 

Mr.  Chiniquy  is  probably  the  best  qualified  by  experience 
and  reading  to  tell  what  the  Confessional  really  is  of  any  man 
of  this  Continent,  who  is  willing  to  reveal  what  he  knows  ; 
and  all  men,  and  women  too,  should  know  these  authentic 
i  evelations,  in  order  to  resist  not  only  the  encroachments  of 
Rome,  but  the  introduction  of  the  Confessional  into  any 
Protestant  denomination.” 

Me.  Chiniq,uy  lias  since  written  a  most  remark¬ 
able  book  on  the  practice  of  the  Confessional ;  and 
tor  the  first  time  we  have  an  opportunity  of  know¬ 
ing  thoroughly  the  degrading  and  soul-destroying 
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effects  of  the  Confessional.  Every  Protestant 
m  these  days  ought  to  have  this  book.  Mr. 
Chiniquy,  though  a  Frenchman  of  Lower  Canada, 
has  succeeded  remarkably  well  in  giving  us,  in 

English,  one  of  the  most  thrilling  books  of’ the 
day. 
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